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Summary: 


"Don't do it," he says, "Wars, please. Don't trade yourself for 
them, I... | can stay here instead of you, I-" 

"Silence, Skychild," Ghirahim snaps, "How many times do | 
have to say that you have no choice in this? You are staying 
here with me. And the soldier either obeys, or his little band 
of heroes suffer for it. Those are the only options." 


In which Warriors and Sky are taken captive by their 
greatest enemies, but not everything is as it first seems. 
Foes and friends switch, heroes get hurt, and help comes 
from unexpected places. There might be a happy ending in 
here somewhere, but there's a lot of angst preceding. 


1. Diamonds 


Author's Note: 
e For fuwafuwallen. 


This fic is for my amazing friend Allen, who helped me 
come up with this idea in the first place & create the 
angsty mess of bullet points that | am slowly translating 
into the written word. Enjoy the angst you helped create 
bro <3 


I've rated this M to be on the safe side, not much of the 
fic is written so far but I'm anticipating some heavier 
angst to come, & I'll update the tags as we go. 

There's not enough Wars&Sky brotherhood so | am 
providing. with a healthy serving of angst. You're 
welcome. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This fic does reference some events in A Chain Of Aces 
but you don't have to read that fic before this one! 


Buckle in for the angst, folks. It's gonna be a wild ride. 


Warriors is the last to enter the dark, swirling portal, bracing 
himself for the nausea that follows and the confusion of 
being thrown in the middle of an unknown land. But when 
his vision refocuses, it is to the sight of clear blue skies, a 
patchwork field of grass, and a very familiar castle. 


"Welcome to my Hyrule!" he exclaims, unable to contain his 
joy. Twilight is next to recover, brushing himself off and 
glancing around, clearly searching for any signs of danger. 


"No monsters round here, my friend," Warriors grins,"Our 
war was fought and won. We are in a time of peace, now." 


"Finally," Legend grumbles, "Opportunity to actually relax 
for once." The veteran is on the ground still, him and Hyrule 
always heavily affected by changing worlds. Four has it 
worst, though, and Time picks up the smith's unconscious 
body with practised ease. The other heroes are helping each 
other and all taking a moment to adjust, and Warriors subtly 
extends his hand to help the veteran to his feet. Legend will 
never openly admit he needs help, but Warriors is only 
alright with switching worlds because he's had so much 
experience with that sort of shenanigans. Besides, he helps 
Legend, and the veteran then helps Hyrule, and soon 
everyone is on their feet and ready to go. 


"We should head to the castle," Time says, "I know this is a 
time of peace, but it would be best to speak to Artemis and 
determine if there has been any unusual activity." 


"That's a good plan," Warriors agrees, "Right, this way to the 
castle-" 


"Well no duh," Legend grumbles, as the castle is clearly 
visible to all, but the rest of the heroes all fall into line, with 
Warriors taking the lead. He notices how Hyrule's hand slips 
into Legend's, and smiles at the pureness of their friendship 
before turning back to focus on the path ahead. There's 
nothing like breathing in the crisp morning air of his own 
world, and he hopes, goddess he hopes that they really can 
have a time to relax. He knows it's unlikely, with the nature 
of quests, but he can hope for it regardless. 


Sky has manoeuvred his way to the front of the group and 
walks beside Warriors, unusually tense, his right hand 


twitching in a motion familiar to the captain. He's agitated, 
clearly wanting to hold his sword... but why? 


After Sky's arm practically spasms with the effort of not 
grabbing his sword, Warriors moves a little closer to the 
knight. "What's wrong?" he asks softly. 


Sky jumps a little. "I, uh... I'm not sure," he whispers back, 
"Fi... She thinks something is wrong, we're sensing 
something - someone - but it - that's not possible, | -" 


A flash of diamonds. 
Laughter like chimes. 
A wide grin. "Hello, Skychild." 


Something tightens in Warriors' chest, and he remembers 
one of his many foes, only now making the connection to 
Sky. But Ghirahim is gone, the land is safe, Sky doesn't need 
to worry - he doesn't need to worry - 


Chiming laughter sounds again, but this time, it's not in his 
head. 


Warriors stops abruptly and draws his own sword, but Sky is 
frozen, staring at the figure who has appeared in front of 
them in a dramatic cascade of diamonds. His red cape 
billows out as he advances, tilting his head slightly. 


"Ah, the brave little soldier. And my dear Skychild! What a 
pleasant surprise, to see the both of you," the man 
exclaims, his voice dripping in honey. 


Sky manages to get a hold of himself and extends the 
Master Sword in front of him, though his arm trembles. 


"Stay back, Ghirahim!" he tries to warn. It is a feeble 
attempt, though; the fear in Sky's voice is clear, even to 
Warriors. The captain instantly shifts his position so that he's 
Shielding Sky, almost completely between his friend and 
their enemy. 


"What do you want?" Warriors asks bluntly, glaring at the 
demon lord. 


Ghirahim's tongue flickers out in that disturbing manner of 
his. "What do | want.... hmm, well there are many things of 
course. But here, | was only promised a little soldier, yet | 
am delighted to see my Skychild once again." 


"I'm not 'your anything," Sky hisses, his knuckles white 
around his sword. 


Diamonds flash, and a second later Warriors is shoved to the 
ground, the demon taking his place beside Sky. 


"| think you'll find the opposite to be true," Ghirahim 
practically purrs, "My _ little irritation, my annoying 
inconvenience, my spirited foe, my Skychild." His hand 
caresses Sky's cheek, and the hero is frozen, pupils blown 
wide with fear. Warriors scrambles up and glances at the 
others, ready to yell at them for their inaction, when the 
words die in his mouth. 


They're gone. Time and Four, Legend and Hyrule, Wind and 
Wild and Twilight... They're all gone. 


Warriors' pulse accelerates, and he spins back to Sky and 
Ghirahim, the sight before him making him a little sick. The 
Master Sword has slipped from Sky's hands, which the 
demon lord has pinned to Sky's torso with his own, and 
Ghirahim's tongue snakes out to lick the frightened tears 
from the knight's cheeks. 


Warriors has never seen Sky so terrified, and he's not about 
to stand by. 


Letting out a cry of rage, he slashes at the demon, relieved 
when Ghirahim releases Sky to block his attack. The knight 
crumples to his knees, but Warriors is trying to focus on 
keeping Ghirahim's attention whilst not getting too hurt in 
the process. 


"Sky! Go!" he yells as he yanks his sword from Ghirahim's 
grasp and slashes again. The demon dodges this time, 
moving under Warriors's swing to knock the sword from his 
grasp and move his hands up to press two manicured 
fingers against Warriors' forehead. Instantly a fog sets over 
his mind, and the captain sways, dizziness seizing him. 


"Warriors!" he hears Sky yell as he knees give out and he 
falls, barely able to push his arms out to reduce the impact 
of his fall. 


"Well, that was surprisingly easy," Ghirahim comments. 
Warriors’ vision is blurring, but he can just about make out 
the sight of Ghirahim's feet near the ground where he lays. 
A yelp sounds, and he hears more than sees Sky get shoved 
roughly to the ground. 


"Where do you think you're going, Skychild? So rude of you 
to try and leave, when we've only just been united!" 
Ghirahim almost croons, seizing Sky's hands and binding 
them behind his back. Warriors tries desperately to move, 
but something is wrong with his body, he can't move, he's 
losing consciousness but the others are gone and he can't 
let Sky get hurt - 


The world around them dissolves into diamonds, and 
Warriors sees no more. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Thanks for reading! :D 


Second chapter is in editing stages so | hope to get it 
posted soon! angst brainrot let's goooo 


(also would love to hear from you guys in the 
comments, all feedback welcome!) 


2. Shackles 


Notes for the Chapter: 


an update? already? 

Well | have the angst bug and chapters are coming 
along quite nicely - well, not nice for the characters 
involved, but nice in terms of Less Stress, More Words 
For Idhren. 


This fic references some conversation from the Warriors 
chapter of my A Chain Of Aces fic, but you don't need to 
have read it to understand this one. 


I've updated the tags and will continue to do so as this 
fic advances. Enjoy! :) 


Sky yawns, feeling like he's slept in too much again, though 
from the sudden throbbing in his head, maybe he slept too 
little? Groaning, he moves his hand to rub at his tired eyes, 
only to be met with some resistance. 


...What? 


Sky blinks, his vision shifting to somewhere unfamiliar. He 
quickly becomes aware that he's lying not on soft grass, but 
a stone floor, and the cold seeps into his bones. Hissing, he 
manages to push himself up into an almost-sitting position, 
though his heart sinks when he notices the source of 
resistance against his movement. Thick metal cuffs encircle 
both his wrists, each sporting a chain that is attached to a 
the wall behind him, one on each side. Sky pulls at one of 
the cuffs, but it doesn't budge, and seems to be locked by 
the diamond marking on it. His mind is fuzzy, like he's 
forgetting something important, and he's not too sure where 


he is, or who took him. His eyes strain in the dim light, but 
all he can make out is a diamond emblem on the far wall - 


Wait. 
Diamonds. 
Ghirahim. 


Sky's breathing hitches and the chains clink as he shifts and 
wraps his arms around his chest, hands scrambling for the 
familiar sailcloth only to find the fabric is gone. He shouldn't 
be so scared, he's a hero, but he's seeing Ghirahim again 
and he's alone and panicking and - 


No, he's not alone, he was with someone, wasn't he? 


A pained groan echoes around the room, and Sky's head 
spins in that direction, gasping as he's able to make out the 
Shape of another person there. 


"Warriors?" Sky calls, his voice cracking. 


"Ouch," the captain hisses, struggling up, then he meets 
Sky's gaze. "Sky? | - | told you to run!" he exclaims. 


Sky's brow furrows. "Did you...?" He can't remember much, 
his head still fuzzy, and when he tries to think of how they 
got here all that meets him is a memory of panic and terror, 
so he leaves it alone for now. 


Warriors sighs but walks over to him, and sits down. 
"How are you feeling?" 


"Dizzy," Sky confesses, "My head's not...quite right." 


“Damned demon," Warriors curses, "I think he_ did 
something to me too, when we were taken. Him and his 
mind-control..." 


Sky's pulse spikes. Mind-control? Ghirahim can control 
minds now? When... when did he get that ability? Is it my 
fault? When | defeated Demise... did that make him more 
powerful? 


"Sky, breathe," Warriors instructs, and Sky obeys, though his 
breaths are close to sobs. 


"You... you're not chained up," Sky realises, wincing at how 
weak his voice sounds. 


The captain's gaze drifts to the cuffs around Sky's wrists. 
“Huh. But you are? That's strange..." 


"Well, my little Skychild has a tendency to run, and | didn't 
want him becoming a nuisance again," a horribly familiar 
voice comments. Sky instinctively shuffles back against the 
wall, and gratitude swells as Warriors tenses and stands 
defensively in front of him. 


See? He's strong. He shouldn't be here. But he is, and... and 
it must be my fault, Warriors would never get both of us 
captured... Why can't | remember what happened? 


"Don't stand in my way, little soldier," the demon lord says, 
materialising in a chime of diamonds, "Your resistance will 
only make life worse for the others." 


Sky's heart sinks. No, please no... 


"Others?" Warriors echoes. 


"Why, yes," Ghirahim smirks, "Did you think that we only 
had the two of you? The rest of your pathetic band of heroes 
are relatively unharmed at the moment, but that all 
depends on whether you cooperate or not." He's not looking 
at Sky, but directly at Warriors. 


And Sky realises that the captain seems to recognise 
Ghirahim and his mannerisms, heavily implying that he's 
encountered the demon lord before. 


So | doomed at least one of my successors to deal with him 
as well? Ghirahim shouldn't even be here, unless he's tied to 
the curse as well,.. then this really would be all my fault... 


"Will you let them go? If we cooperate?" Warriors asks then. 


"If you cooperate, little soldier, then in time, perhaps. It is 
your surrender that is required, not the Skychild's. He is 
already mine, so do not stand in my way." 


Sky tenses up, but it's him or the other heroes, and he's 
clearly the weakest at the moment as he got them all into 
this mess in the first place. 


"It's okay, Wars," Sky manages to say, "You... you can 
move." 


Warriors shifts slightly, but doesn't budge. "I want you to 
free a// of them. Including Sky," he states firmly. 


Ghirahim scowls and steps forward, glaring down at the 
captain. "My Skychild is not a part of the bargain. But what, 
little soldier, can you offer for their freedom? Will you 
remain here - your life for theirs?" 


Sky's stomach twists as he recalls what Warriors has said to 
him before - it was me or them and | chose myself. Because 


this time, he knows, Warriors isn't going to let the others go. 


He's going to sacrifice himself, to stay with Ghirahim, and 
Sky can't let that happen. 


He dragged Warriors into this mess. He can't let him suffer 
for Sky's mistakes. 


Before Warriors can answer, Sky struggles to his feet, 
Slightly hunched due to the chains, but standing all the 
same. 


"Don't do it," he says, "Wars, please. Don't trade yourself for 
them, |... | can stay here instead of you, I-" 


"Silence, Skychild," Ghirahim snaps, "How many times do | 
have to say that you have no choice in this? You are staying 
here with me. And the soldier either obeys, or his little band 
of heroes suffer for it. Those are the only options." 


Sky glares back at Ghirahim, trying to call up some anger to 
hide his fear, but the terror is all that's pounding through his 
veins. If Warriors fights, the others will be hurt... but if he 
doesn't, what will Ghirahim do? Sky's frightened enough for 
himself - he doesn't want anyone to have to experience 
what he did, at the hands of Ghirahim... 


"If..." Warriors starts, but trails off, his body completely 
tense. Sky wishes he could see his friend's face to gauge his 
expression and communicate with him to go and find the 
others, get everyone out of here and away from Ghirahim, 
but Warriors doesn't turn. 


"If | do remain," the captain says, his voice strangely 
collected, "Then you will release the other heroes 
immediately?" 


"If you remain, and are completely obedient to your master, 
then they will remain unharmed and will be released in 
three weeks," Ghirahim counters. 


"One week," Wars Says. 
“Two weeks." 
"Seven days." 


"Deal," Ghirahim grins, his tongue flickering out again, 
“Now, move." 


This time, Warriors steps aside, and Sky can't believe it. 
Why....why did he surrender so quickly? And without a fight? 
He was trying to negotiate the freedom of the others, yes, 
but at what cost? The language Ghirahim had used... 
master... what was Warriors doing? 


Does he not know what Ghirahim is capable of? 


"Stop looking so worried, my Skychild," Ghirahim croons, 
suddenly right in Sky's face, "You will still see the little 
soldier, when his master permits it. Or should | Say... 
mistress." 


A woman emerges from the shadows, barely wearing any 
clothing, the garments she does have cutting and 
showcasing every feminine feature. Sky looks away from 
her and over to Warriors, whose pale face whitens in terror, 
before smoothing into resignation. 


A war started because someone wanted me... maybe | 
could've brought myself to go with her... 


"Oh, no," Sky breathes. 


"Hello, Link," the woman purrs, slinking over to Warriors, "I 
have missed you, my love." She come up behind him and 
wraps her arms around him, hands trailing down his chest 
and stroking by his hips. Warriors is stiff, frozen, his body 
language betraying his discomfort, but though his eyes 
scream his fear, his mouth is still set in a resigned 
expression. 


Warriors, Sky nearly cries, what have you done? 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Aaand enter Cia >:D 


be prepared for the angst guys. Next chapter is written 
& I'm currently editing it... if you love Warriors angst as 
much as | do, stay tuned for it. Because oh boy is the 
angst coming. 


Thank you so very much for reading, comments are 
always welcoming! Next update should be soon | hope! 
Brace yourselves XD 


3. Games 


Notes for the Chapter: 


I've updated the tags, things are gonna get worse this 
chapter. 


Enjoy 
Cold, stifling hands wrap around him and trail down, but 
Warriors won't let himself focus on the feeling of ice on his 
Skin, trying instead to keep his breathing steady as he 
schools his expression. He can't afford to show any 
weakness here - his friends can't afford for him to be weak. 


If he messes up, they'll get hurt, and he can't let that 
happen. 


He won't let people get hurt for him again. 


Across the cell, Sky watches him with a terrified gaze, 
usually bright blue eyes wide in horror. He looks close to 
tears, though from fear or pain, Warriors isn't sure. Blood 
matts Sky's hair, and his skin around the cuffs is already 
looking a little raw. He's a little concussed, too, and Warriors 
wonders why so much effort was put into restraining the 
knight, yet no attempts have been made to restrain him. 
The Captain is far more dangerous than his friend, and that 
is not something to brag about. Sky is a skilled swordsman, 
deadly in combat, but will only attack when provoked; 
Warriors has won a war, has killed thousands to do so, and 
doesn't need an invitation to strike down his enemies. 
Ghirahim surely knows this - she knows this - yet all that is 
holding him in place is her hands on his hips, and the 
knowledge that if he steps out of line, those dearest to him 
will suffer. 


It's all psychological, and he Knows. He knows the game 
that they are playing, yet what choice does he have but to 
follow along? He's buying them time: seven days of his 
sacrifice to earn their freedom, and figure out a plan to get 
Sky away from here, as well. And if he doesn't play along... 
the cost is too high for him to even consider that option. 


He has no choice but to play this game, and she is fully 
aware of that. 


"Come on, my love," she whispers in his ear, "We have so 
much catching up to do." 


Her hands run up and snake around his neck, pulling him 
backwards, and he meets Sky's petrified gaze quickly. 


It's okay, he tries to convey, Hold on, I'll find a way to get 
you out of this. 


He turns as she guides him out of the cell and down a 
narrow, winding corridor, hating that he has to leave Sky in 
the hands of a demon, hating that he can't just attack his 
captor and attempt an escape, hating that he has to walk 
along so docile as her hand stays loosely around his neck, in 
mockery of a collar. He tries to memorise the route, but all 
the corridors look the same, and soon his attention is caught 
by her stopping abruptly. She's been strangely quiet, not 
saying a word as they travelled, but now she kicks a door 
open dramatically, and Warriors feels sick all over again. 


The room he's staring into is absolutely covered with images 
of himself. Paintings, statues, images captured in time with 
magic... It's as disturbing now as it was when he first 
realised her obsession with him, but somehow, her 
collection has grown. 


But that shouldn't be possible... In fact, her being here 
shouldn't be possible - she was gone, how is she back? 


"Isn't this beautiful, my love?" she coos,"But of course, 
nothing compares to the fact that | now have the rea/ prize." 
Her fingers run up to caress his cheek, and he flinches on 
instinct. 


Her hand stiffens. "No, none of that," she scolds, "We made 
a deal, didn't we?" 


"Strictly speaking, / negotiated a deal with Ghirahim," 
Warriors says, before he can think to stop his mouth from 
moving. 


Her sickly smile immediately drops, replaced with anger. "l 
much preferred when you were si//ent," she hisses, grabbing 
his scarf and pulling him fully into the room, before the door 
Slams shut. 


Warriors forces himself to stand tall and not give in to his 
instinct to cower away from her, as she tightens her grip on 
his scarf and shoves him against the wall. 


"Be quiet now, pet," she whispers, "Let's make up for our 
lost time, mh?" 


Don't fight don't fight don't fight, Warriors chants mentally 
as she pulls on his precious scarf to bring him closer, her 
bright lips puckered and waiting, and he doesn't want this 
but she's dragging him down anyway and he mustn't fight 
think of Legend Time Hyrule Wind Wild Twilight Four Sky - 


A loud chime and a flash of diamonds saves him, and he's 
never been so glad to see the demon lord. 


"Cia!" Ghirahim exclaims, advancing towards them. 


"Can't you see, | was just starting to have fun with my pet!" 
She yells in frustration, spinning on her heel with such force 
that she knocks into Warriors and sends him to his knees in 
the process. He throws his hands out to catch himself, then 
takes advantage of the situation to shuffle away from her 
and think of a way out of this. 


He's barely been with her five minutes, and it's hell already, 
and she hasn't even done anything to him yet. Goddess, he 
can't even think of her by name. 


He needs another plan, a way to get them all out safely. And 
fast. 


"| was hoping to have a little fun with the soldier, too," he 
hears Ghirahim say, and panic spikes in his chest. 


"No, he is mine," she hisses, "You have the Hero of the Skies 
now, anyway." 


"Ah yes, but my little Skychild is already unconscious 
again," Ghirahim says, and Warriors is suddenly aware of 
the blood spotting the demon lord's hands. 


Sword spirits don't bleed- Oh, no! |t must be his friend's 
blood. Anger rises within him at the thought, and he 
struggles to contain it. 


"That is your fault for mistreating your pet, then," she huffs, 
"If you're really that bored, there are seven other heroes 
ready for the taking. Perhaps the little sailor, or the 
Supposedly unbreakable Hero of Legend-" 


"No!" Warriors yells, jumping to his feet, "No, don't hurt 
them! You... you can hurt me instead," he says to Ghirahim, 
his voice trembling, "I - just p/ease, don't hurt them." 


"Interesting," Ghirahim grins, "You step out of your place to 
defend them, yet your very actions are condemning them... 
Perhaps, if you can persuade your mistress, then your 
heroes will remain unharmed." 


Warriors frowns and glances between them, his throat 
suddenly tight as he realises what Ghirahim is suggesting. 
Swallowing back any pride he has left, he drops to his knees 
before the sorceress. 


"Please," he says, "Please... let Ghirahim hurt me, in place 
of the others." 


She tuts and cards a hand through his hair, and he resists 
the urge to raise his head and pull away, instead remaining 
kneeling, head bowed. 


"You're convincing no-one, my love. You don't want to be 
hurt by him, do you? Ghirahim, perhaps you should take the 
littlest one - Four, was it?" 


"No!" Warriors cries, "No, please don't - hurt me, hurt me 
not them - C-cia," he begs, "Please, p/ease let him hurt me. | 
want him to hurt me - please..." 


His eyes water, tears threatening to fall from the humiliation 
but also the terror at the thought of any of his friends - his 
brothers - being at Ghirahim's mercy. 


"Very well, my love," Cia sighs, "Ghirahim, you may do what 
you want with him, as he so desperately requested. But 
leave his face untouched at least. | want him to stay pretty 
for me." 


She presses a kiss to the top of Warriors' head, then 
straightens up and walks away. Warriors remains kneeling 


on the floor, struggling to reconcile what he's just agreed to 
- what he just asked for. 


There iS a snap and his vision explodes into diamonds, 
before he smacks into the ground, gasping for breath as his 
chest takes the brunt of it. Warriors struggles to push 
himself up onto his knees again, blinking to clear the 
moisture from his eyes, to see that he is in a different room. 


Or cell, he supposes, noting that one wall is made of bars. 


A chime arrests his attention, and he turns to see Ghirahim 
standing there in his usual dramatic manner. 


"Little soldier," the demon lord smirks, "My, | am surprised 
at how easy you are making all of this." 


Warriors scowls. /'m just playing this game, for the sake of 
my brothers, he thinks, but says nothing. 


"| can see the spirit of my Skychild in you, yet you are both 
still so different, aren't you? | do wonder if your cries sound 
the same... | can still hear his..." 


Anger burns within Warriors, and suddenly he finds himself 
standing over Ghirahim, his hand grabbing the demon lord's 
neck. 


"Don't hurt Sky anymore," he growls, "Let him go! What do 
you want from him anyway?" 


Ghirahim laughs and removes Warriors' hand with ease. 
"Protective aren't you, soldier? It would be such a shame, if 
instead of hurting you physically... | had you hurt the 
Skychild on my behalf..." 


What? "| will never hurt Sky! Or any of my brothers!" 
Warriors declares. 


"Oh, we'll see about that," Ghirahim purrs, and grabs 
Warriors' head, pressing his thumbs into his temple. 


Warriors cries out at the sudden pressure and tries to pull 
away, but he's stuck and everything is spinning and there's 
someone trying to get /n his head, getoutgetoutgetout - 


Ghirahim laughs again, and Warriors' body goes completely 
Slack, his mind hazy too. The demon lord releases his hold, 
and Warriors wants to turn, to run, but he can't move. 


It's like when Ghirahim caught them, but worse. So much 
worse. 


Because an ugly dagger is pressed into his hand, and he's 
walking forward but he didn't want to, it's like someone else 
is controlling his body and - oh, no. 


That's exactly what is happening. 


He stops in front of another cell, and Ghirahim opens the 
door to a very familiar figure. 


"You know what to do, soldier," the demon lord whispers. 
And Warriors advances, the dagger raised to attack. 
Notes for the Chapter: 

tk aahat_te-say-Bere- era 


If you guys think | need to add any additional 
warnings/tags please let me know! 


Thank you so much for reading, comments are welcome 
as always! 


4. Blades 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Wow there was a lot of screaming in the comments for 
last chapter XD haha watch and see what happens 
next... 


This chapter starts off just after when Cia&Wars left Sky, 
but then catches up to the events of chapter 3. Hope 
the way I'm structuring this isn't confusing! 


also reminder this fic is rated M and please heed 
warnings in tags >:) 


The woman takes Warriors from the cell, leaving Sky alone 
with the demon lord, and he can't tell if the fear in his chest 
is for the Captain or for himself. He's supposed to be brave, 
but he's struggling so, so hard. He's never been a 'strong' 
hero, or particularly intelligent, and even now he wonders 
sometimes why he was chosen, of all people. How did the 
Hero's Spirit end up in someone like him? 


Someone who, now his friend has gone, is failing to stop the 
tears as he sinks to the floor and tries to curl up, make 
himself smaller, but the chains are restricting and any 
attempts at movement only make his fear and panic worse. 


"Seems like we're alone again, Skychild," Ghirahim grins, 
"And | have you al// to myself." 


Sky's heart is pounding far too loud as the demon lord 
advances, staring down at him with a predatory gaze. 


“How best to hurt you, hmm? | needn't worry about making 
you afraid - you've done that to yourself. Where is your 


courage now?" he laughs, leaning down to wrap his hand 
around Sky's arm and squeeze roughly. "You've become soft, 
Skychild." 


Sky's face flushes and he looks away. He's aware that he is 
not quite as... in shape as he used to be, as establishing a 
kingdom tends to use more brains than brawn, and he 
struggles to keep up with the group sometimes, but it's 
nothing too noticeable. 


Ghirahim is just trying to play on every possible weakness. 


"Oh, my dear Skychild," he croons, "You are rather fun to 
play with like this, seeing you tremble with fear and 
embarrassment... | like seeing you this way, but | must 
confess, this does not fulfil my desire for revenge." He 
releases Sky's arm and straightens up, then snaps his 
figures and two swords appear, one in each hand. 


"On your feet, Skychild," he commands, and holds out one 
of the swords, hilt facing Sky. 


The hero doesn't move, just stares at the sword in 
confusion. 


"Must | do everything?" Ghirahim huffs, and flicks his 
fingers. Sky yelps as the chains restraining him suddenly 
yank him up to his feet, the motion swift and making his 
head spin in a sickening manner. When his mind clears, he 
realises he can stand up straight now, but the chains won't 
let him take more than a couple of steps away from the wall. 


Ghirahim thrusts the hilt of the sword into Sky's right hand, 
then steps back as Sky fumbles to grip the sword properly. 


"What-?" 


"Fight me, Skychild!" Ghirahim exclaims, bringing his sword 
down in a diagonal slash. Sky barely raises his blade enough 
to block the attack, forced back against the wall so the 
chains offer him enough movement to wield the sword. 


"This isn't a fair fight!" Sky protests, "I can't move, you- 
unchain me and we can fight properly then!" 


Ghirahim laughs, his smile bitter. "No, Skychild. This is not 
about a fair fight." He brings his sword down for another 
blow, "This is about revenge." 


Sky blocks just in time. 
"Breaking you down, piece by piece -" 


Sky's arms tremble from the effort of holding up his sword in 
defense. 


“Hurting you, for all the pain you caused me-" 


Sky cries out at Ghirahim's blade catches his upper right 
arm, his sword slipping from his fingers. Before it can fall to 
the ground, he manages to catch it in his left hand, and 
clumsily swats away the demon lord's following attack. Pain 
flares in his wound as Ghirahim's attack presses him against 
the wall, and a neat twist of the demon's hand sends the 
sword flying from Sky's grip. He yelps as Ghirahim takes a 
swing at him again, throwing up his arms on instinct, and 
screams as the blade stabs deep into his skin, crimson 
splattering on Ghirahim's hand as he pulls the sword out 
and Sky collapses to the ground. His dominant arm is 
useless and in agony, a large gash near his shoulder 
combined with the hole in his forearm leaking his precious 
lifeblood over the cell floor. 


Ghirahim tosses his sword aside and kneels next to Sky, a 
pleased grin on his face. 


"That was fun, Skychild. And you bleed so beautifully." 


Sky can't hold back a cry as Ghirahim lifts his injured arm, 
and shudders as the demon licks the blood from his skin. He 
tries to move away, but it is a feeble attempt, the blood loss 
making him weak, his head dizzy and vision starting to fade. 
He's aware of Ghirahim wrapping something around his arm, 
though, the demon lord's touches far from gentle. 


"| can't have you bleeding out on me just yet, Skychild," 
Ghirahim whispers, "We still have more fun ahead." 


He pulls tight on Sky's arm and a blistering agony tears up 
the limb, a raw scream ripping itself from Sky's throat before 
he succumbs to the darkness. 


He's not out for long, Sky thinks, as his arm still throbs 
painfully when he regains consciousness, but Ghirahim is 
gone. He's completely alone in the cell, and there's 
something even more unnerving about this than if his 
creepy captor was with him. A quick glance at his arm 
confirms that the wounds have been bandaged, but the 
cloth is already turning red, and Sky still feels incredibly 
weak. He's disgusted at himself, really, for failing so badly 
with all of this. First he got his team captured - no, before 
that he couldn't even finish off his foes properly, and now 
there are many heroes and they're all captured and it's his 
fault and all he's doing is being scared and crying and 
getting hurt and being so useless. 


Warriors is being brave, sacrificing to save their friends, and 
Sky sees his actions aS more courageous than stupid now. 


It's Sky who is the weak one here. If only he was brave 
enough to speak up and bargain for his friends' freedom, 
then Warriors wouldn't have to be so sacrificial... 


Sky struggles up into a sitting position, his left side against 
the wall to avoid aggravating his injured arm, trying to focus 
on his movement rather than the self-deprecating thoughts 
churning in his mind. His left arm wraps around himself, and 
he rests his head against the cold stone, trying to keep his 
breathing steady. His legs are tucked up against his chest at 
first, but they start to cramp so he stretches them out, 
disliking the vulnerability of his position, but it doesn't really 
matter because he's alone, anyway. His mind drifts, starting 
to wonder how the heroes are faring. Have they all been 
separated, or are they in the same cell, wondering where 
Sky and Warriors are? Are any of them facing their worst 
fears as well? 


Sky can't bear to think of any of the heroes being chained 
and hurt like he is. 


The door to his cell creaks open, a welcome distraction from 
his mind, and an even more welcome face greeting him. 


"Warriors," Sky breathes, "You - you're okay! Where are the 
others?" 


His friend keeps walking forward, though something about 
the way he moves looks... wrong. 


“Are you hurt?" Sky asks anxiously. 


Warriors doesn't answer, just keeps walking with a strange 
gait, stopping once he's in front of Sky. There's a dagger in 
his hand, gripped tightly, and his blue eyes glare into Sky. 
The smile on his face is unusual, too crue/ for the Captain, 
and Sky's heartbeat accelerates. He shouldn't be afraid - 


this is Warriors, his friend - Sky's just being irrational and 
stupid and - 


"Hello Skychild," Warriors grins, and Sky forgets to breathe 
for a moment. 


"You," he finally gasps out, "Ghirahim - | don't understand - 
please change, don't... don't look like him..." 


"Ah but you are mistaken, Skychild," the demon lord says, 
materialising in a chime of diamonds on the other side of 
Sky, "The little soldier is no illusion or trick. | am not that 
Skilled with shifting appearances." 


Sky stares at Ghirahim, then to Warriors, then to Ghirahim, 
back and forth just trying to make sense of it. Warriors isn't 
walking right, smiling right, talking right... yet Ghirahim is 
here too... what is happening? 


He feels like he's missing something, but he doesn't have 
time to think as Warriors crouches down in front of him and 
twirls the dagger, then smirks and plunges it into Sky's left 
thigh. He screams and his hands try to move to the wound 
on instinct but the chains are suddenly much shorter, and 
he can hardly moves his arms at all. Ghirahim's laughter 
echoes around as Warriors pulls the dagger free, and Sky 
groans in pain, unable to fight the tears. 


The Captain raises the dagger again, and Sky tries to pull 
his leg away, but Warriors is faster, his foot pressing down 
hard on Sky's shin, sending another spike of pain through 
his leg. 


"S-stop, Wars," Sky pleads shakily, still trying to move away 
despite the pain. 


Warriors' expression falters, turning from a cruel smile to a 
pained grimace, but quickly settles back into the smile 
again. The pressure on Sky's leg increases, and he gasps 
with the growing pain. 


"Wars, please - s-stop, it's m-me, Sky - I'm sorry for messing 
up I-it's my fault | know but please-" 


His words turn to a high-pitched scream as his leg suddenly 
explodes into agony, something snapping inside, and he 
screams until his voice breaks. 


The last thing he sees is Warriors collapsing to the ground, 
before the pain swallows him once more. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Sky is soft and | love him and he should be protected 
but I'm ruining him instead. well. gotta love hurting your 
favourites. 
*braces for the yelling in the comments* 
Thanks for reading! also next chapter is shaping up to 


be the longest yet... hope you're all wanting more angst 
haha 


5. Monsters 


Notes for the Chapter: 


A lot of the tags come into effect in this chapter. If you 
need more specific warnings, let me know, & I'll try to 
include. 


This chapter is a longer one... enjoy, fellow angst 
gremlins >:) 


He's hardly aware of anything, watching the world through a 
haze, feeling some movements but it's not clear what his 
body is doing. Everything feels murky, movements like 
Swimming through a bog, and his sense have dimmed to the 
point that he can no longer rely on them. 


For a second, the fog lifts, and he sees Sky's face, 
tearstained and pleading. He struggles against the fog, but 
is quickly swallowed by it again. 


Then a high-pitched scream reaches his muzzy ears, and his 
world shatters. 


Warriors gains control of his body just as he smacks into the 
ground, gasping for air and desperately trying to piece 
together what happened - what Ghirahim made him do - 


He glances over at Sky, and his heart stops. 


The chosen hero is unconscious, bloodied bandages 
wrapped around his right arm, and a large stab wound on 
his left thigh. The leg itself looks wrong, though, and 
Warriors can't quite place it - 


And then he remembers. 


Bile rises up and he barely moves up onto his knees before 
vomiting, the foul liquid splattering on his hands and 
running down his tunic, oh goddess he hurt Sky, he did this 
he did this - 


Ghirahim laughs, skipping around the pool of vomit to grasp 
Warriors' hair and pull him up roughly. 


"You asked for this, little soldier," he whispers, "Such 
beautiful work you did for me..." 


"Y-you monster," Warriors spits. 


Ghirahim hums. "No, you are the monster. You see, | only 
asked you to hurt him. But how? Oh, soldier, that was all 
your choice." 


"No," Warriors breathes. 


"Yes," Ghirahim hisses, forcibly turning Warriors' head so 
he's facing Sky again, "Look at him, look at what you did. 
Breaking his leg wasn't something I'd expected - I'm going 
to have to change my plans, now - but it does make for a 
lovely sight." 


Warriors barely manages to pull away from Ghirahim before 
he vomits again, tears dripping to the ground as an 
overwhelming sense of hatred blossoms in his chest. 


And it's all directed at himself. 


He's barely aware of Ghirahim moving away, voices in his 
mind all chanting, monster, monster, monster, until smooth 
hands cup his cheeks and gently tilt his face up. 


"Oh my pet," Cia croons, "You should've just stayed with me, 
love. | won't hurt you like he did." 


Warriors is trembling but doesn't have the energy to pull 
away from her. 


"Don't worry love, | can help you fix him," she whispers, and 
a small bottle is pressed into his dirty hand. Warriors 
glances down at the purple liquid, then back up at Cia. 


"It's something to help your friend get better. Go on," she 
Says, nodding in the direction of Sky, who is beginning to 
Stir. 


Warriors struggles to his feet and shuffles over to his friend, 
kneeling down beside him, on a patch of ground that is not 
soaked in blood. He doesn't look at the injuries he inflicted, 
just focuses solely on his friend's face. 


"Sky?" he asks tentatively, wincing at how rough his voice 
sounds. 


The hero's eyes flutter, then open, but when they settle on 
Warriors he gasps and tries to scramble back. 


"Shh, Sky, it's okay - I - I'm back, I'm sorry," Warriors cries, 
"I've got medicine now for you, okay?" 


Sky is also trembling, every inch of him screaming pain and 
fear, but he nods slowly, and doesn't pull away as Warriors 
brings the bottle up to his lips, gently tilting it back. It 
empties in seconds, and Warriors moves back, hating that 
he's the cause of Sky's fear. 


"Feel any better?" he asks, even though that's a stupid 
question because medicine doesn't work that quickly - 


Sky frowns. "M' not sure," he slurs, "Dizzy..." 


The clicking of heels sounds, and Cia is suddenly there, 
crouching down beside Sky, her hand pressing against his 
forehead. 


"Give me the bottle," she commands, and Warriors doesn't 
hesitate to obey. She sniffs it, then her eyes widen. 


"Oh dear, pet, that was poison," she says. 
What? 


Sky shudders, and Warriors notices that he's really warm to 
touch, already showing signs of fever. 


"No!" Warriors yells, "You - you have to fix it, please!" 


"| must have picked the wrong one," she muses, "It /s slow- 
working, though..." 


Sky’s expression is a heartbreaking mixture of betrayal and 
horror, and Warriors doesn’t know how much more of this he 
can take. 


“Fix him,” he begs, “Please, there has to be an antidote..." 


He’s spiralling down into a panic, because this Is all his fault, 
he just keeps hurting Sky and making things worse and he 
hates himself, he deserves the pain not Sky, not any of his 
friends, this is all his fault! 


“Hush, pet,” Cia soothes, holding him as he sobs. The 
gesture is oddly comforting - in fact, the way Cia has acted 
the last few minutes has been rather strange of her - but 
Warriors doesn’t really care at the moment. 


Sky is injured and dying and it’s all because of him. 


When he finally raises his head and wipes the tears from his 
eyes, he notices that his surroundings have changed yet 
again. They’re now in a circular room, one side full of 
Shelves with bottles and jars, the other with some basic 
furniture and a comfortable-looking futon. 


He opens his mouth to ask where they are, but Cia’s fingers 
brush over his lips and force them closed. 


“You're not to speak until | say you can. Let’s see if you can 
obey that, mh?” 


She moves her fingers away, but he tries again, “Wh-” 


This time her entire hand clamps over his lips, and she 
Shakes her other hand at him like he’s a misbehaving 
animal. 


“Don’t speak, pet,” she warns, almost a slight teasing 
element to her tone, “You want me to fix your little friend, 
yes? | can make an antidote, but | can’t do that unless I’m 
happy. So make me happy,” she whispers, leaning in closer 
to him, “Make me happy by doing exact/y what | want.” 


She moves back before he can respond, grabbing a damp 
cloth then wiping it across his lips, round his chin, and then 
over his hands, cleaning up the remnants of his earlier 
vomit. He sits completely still as she works, his aching mind 
only now starting to put other pieces together. 


This Is still a part of the game, he realises, She knew it was 
poison, that was no error...and | fell for it. Like a fool, | let 
my guard down and Sky’s paying the price. 


Tears well in his eyes again and he struggles to hold them 
back. 


Every mistake | make, someone else gets hurt, and it’s not 
going to stop. I’m the only one stopping the others from 
being hurt - and I’m the only one who can convince Cia to 
make an antidote and save Sky. 


Warriors knows what needs to be done, what has to be 
done, to save his friends. He hates the thought of it, but he 
hates himself more, and this is the only way he can see the 
rest of them getting out of here alive. 


They can’t afford for him to fight back, can’t afford for him 
to show anything other than complete compliance. 


They need him to play this game, but for their victory, he 
has to lose. 


| deserve this, anyway. 


Cia's set the cloth aside and has moved to sit on the futon, 
her legs crossed, watching him expectantly. 


"Come," she says, patting the seat beside her. 


He forces himself to stand and walk over to her, hesitating 
at the furthest point away from her but then sitting right 
next to her, so close their thighs almost touch. He's 
trembling with the effort of not getting up and running far, 
far away from her, away from whatever hell he's about to go 
through. 


Think of Sky, do this for him. 


Cia invades his space and wraps her arms around him, 
pulling him closer, and he lets her. She coaxes him into 
sitting further back, more comfortably on the futon, then 
straddles his lap without warning. He tenses up at her 
sudden weight, but she doesn't seem to notice, focused on 


letting her hands explore his hair and face. He closes his 
eyes as her fingers run down his nose, across his cheeks, 
along his jawline, the touch surprisingly gentle, yet also 
possessive. The trails she paints on his skin are burning, but 
this discomfort and overwhelming sense of wrongness he 
endures, because none of this is worse than what Sky went 
through, what he put Sky through. 


Cia pulls him closer to her, then presses her lips to his. 


He forces the panic away and tries to relax but it's just 
strange and uncomfortable and Cia soon pulls away, 
frowning. 


"You're not doing it right, pet," she tuts, "Though | suppose 
you've never kissed before, have you?" 


Warriors isn't sure if he's supposed to answer or not, so he 
doesn't, but Cia reads into his silence. 


"Aw," she coos, "How sweet of you to save your first kiss for 
me, love." 


That's not what it was at all, | - | - | need to stop panicking. 
Breathe, try and relax... Sky is counting on me! 


"Don't worry," she continues in that same sultry tone, "I can 
teach you." 


She pushes herself against him again, lips pressing to his 
and he flinches, pulling away from her then freezing as he 
realises what he's done. 


Shit. 


Cia's expression turns into a scowl and her touch turns into 
a harsh grip, nails digging in to the tender skin on his neck. 


"Is it really so difficult, pet? What I'm asking of you?" 


He keeps his eyes down, hissing in pain as her nails go 
deeper. 


"Oh wait, | forgot," she says mockingly, "You don't quite 
work right, do you? My little broken doll," her fingers run 
down his chest and he shudders as she leans in and 
whispers, "Don't worry, | can fix you." 


The dagger of her words cuts straight into his heart and his 
breathing hitches, she's wrong don't listen she's wrong don't 
listen but he /s listening because everyone always says that 
he's broken - except for Sky but he's hurt and it's my fault 
all my fault I'm just broken and a monster - 


"Stop that!" Cia snaps, and Warriors chokes back the sobs, 
trying to pull away from her so he can roughly wipe his tears 
away. She grabs his scarf and wraps it tighter around his 
neck, pulling until he has to control his crying or he can't 
breathe. 


"You're so pathetic," she snaps, "This is why you are good 
for nothing but being a pretty little pet for me." 


As she's talking, she hauls him off the futon and drags him 
by the scarf over to the opposite side of the room, spinning 
him around so his back is against the stone wall. 


"On your knees," she commands, and when he doesn't 
move instantly she slaps his cheek with such force that he 
crumples to the ground anyway. She grabs the scarf again 
and forces him up onto his knees, then her hands wrap 
around each of his wrists. His arms are pulled up above his 
head, and he feels her grip being replaced by solid metal 
that chafes his wrists and secures them to the wall. Dimly 
he thinks that he should struggle, perhaps, as he's already 


messed things up enough... but he's too exhausted to even 
try, and doesn't flinch as his ankles are encircled with thick 
metal that clamps them to the floor. 


He's completely stuck in this position, and he can already 
feel the pull in his arms and the ache in his knees. 


Cia sighs and adjusts his scarf again, loosening it at first 
before wrapping it round tighter than before, restricting his 
airway enough that he has to take more regular, shallower 
breaths. 


It's just another cruel trick, to use his primary comfort as a 
device against him. 


"You do look good with something around your neck," his 
captor comments, most of the anger gone from her voice, "I 
think I'll make you something different, though. Something 
more personal... but that can wait until tomorrow." 


She finishes messing with his scarf, and sits back on her 
heels to observe him. 


"You failed to make me happy today, pet. So let's try again 
tomorrow, mh? The little Skychild doesn't have that many 
days left." 


She giggles and pats his head before standing and 
gracefully exiting the room, putting out all the torches as 
she goes. Leaving Warriors in the dark, with nothing but the 
discomfort of his body, and an overwhelming sense of 
failure and self-hatred. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


if anyone even tries to touch you or kiss you without 
your permission, do NOT be like poor Wars. Don't take it. 


Hit them away and get the hell outta there. Seriously, 
stay safe guys, don't let anyone touch you in ways 
you're not comfortable with. 

Also, Cia is being an aphobic asshole and she's wrong. 
Wars isn't broken, him being aroace isn't something that 
can be fixed. 


I'm too tired and idk what else to say haha, other than, 
thank you for reading! and if you have any ideas or 
suggestions for this story I'm open to them, any 
feedback, just screaming in the comments, whatever. | 
love hearing from you guys! 


I've got a fic planned for Time's birthday but after that 
will get back to writing this one again, so hopefully next 
week another update! 


thanks again for reading, & stay safe! 


6. Poisons 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Ah sorry took a little longer to update this time! cue me 
getting distracted with other writing projects XD 


Back to a focus on Sky for this chapter! 
(and things just keep getting worse... >:D ) 


please heed the tags though, if you need any additional 
warnings let me know! 


There's something wrong with his body. 


It feels like a stupid observation - of course there are many 
things wrong, his arm is bleeding, his leg is broken - but it's 
something else. Something that began as an uncomfortable 
heat in his stomach and a dizziness in his head, now 
spreading to constant tremors in his hands. 


Sky doesn't feel... right. 


His vision dips in and out, sometimes blurry, sometimes 
clear, but he doesn't feel like he's going to lose 
consciousness again. The pain in his leg is extreme, yet it is 
drowned out by the discomfort of the tremors and the 
general sick feeling he has. 


He knows what's wrong, yet he keeps forgetting. 
Poison. 


Yes, it was poison, Warriors poisoned him... 


Warriors poisoned him and broke his leg but why? Why did 
he do that? 


It hurts to much to think, and his recent memory is very 
patchy, so he can't exactly rely on it. He can't rely on 
himself at the moment, at all. 


Someone kneels beside him - on his bad side but which side 
is that, he has something broken both sides, both sides are 
bad - and a cold hand touches his cheek - /eft, it's the /eft, 
left side is worse - gently at first, then digs in, forcibly 
turning his head in that direction. 


"Oh, Skychild," Ghirahim sings, "You are so unbelievably 
pathetic. Succumbing to the poison already? It's supposed 
to be slow-working, but | guess you really are much weaker, 
now." 


Sky wants to move away from him, but he can't, he doesn't 
have the energy and he's in far too much pain. 


"Well, because the poison is slow-working," the demon lord 
continues, "you may have a chance to recover... if we deem 
you worth enough to waste an antidote on your feeble 
existence," he cackles, and the sound hurts Sky's ears. 


Everything just hurts, and he wants it to stop. How long has 
he been here? It feels like weeks already... 


His eyes drift shut and his head rolls back, resting against 
the wall in hope of getting some rest. But a sudden sting 
whips across his cheek and he gasps at the new pain, his 
blurry vision making out Ghirahim right in his face. 


"Now now, Skychild. It's not time for you to sleep yet... we 
have so much fun planned!" 


Sky groans. "No," he rasps weakly. /'‘m so tired, just let me 
rest...please... 


Ghirahim slaps him again, and he scowls at the demon lord. 
The pain is such a constant, it's making him feel oddly 
irritated, and he clings to it as a fuel. 


"Ooh, there's the spirit," Ghirahim scoffs, "| was beginning 
to wonder if | had captured the hero, or some feeble 
doppelganger." He leans over and grabs Sky's right hand 
suddenly, sending a jolt of agony up the limb, and Sky 
Shrieks in pain. 


"Ah yes, such a beautiful sound..." He rubs his fingers over 
Sky's trembling hand, and his touch seems to make the 
tremors worse. 


"Do stop this pathetic shaking though, Skychild. It's most 
irritating." 


"Can't," Sky mutters, because it's not from fear it's caused 
by whatever poison is in his veins and he can't stop it, even 
if he tries, he can't control the movement in his hands. Tries 
to clench a fist, nothing happens. To flex his wrists, still 
nothing. He can bend his left arm at the elbow, but the 
motion feels stiff. 


"Such a shame," Ghirahim sighs, not sounding at all 
remorseful, "I'll stop touching you if you stop shaking. But 
until then...." 


His hands run up Sky's injured arm, fingers dancing over the 
lightning scar and the new, bandaged wounds. It's 
uncomfortable, and his pain spikes when the wounds are 
pressed on, but he can handle it. 


But then Ghirahim's fingers settle back down on his wrist 
again, and the touch is almost uncomfortably warm. No, it's 
hot - too hot it's burning - 


Sky gasps and tries to pull his hand away but he can't, his 
arm is too weak and it's too hot and he's burning, oh sweet 
goddess he can smell the burning and someone's screaming 
and it's just getting hotter - 


His vision blacks out, and when he manages to come back 
to himself again, his throat is raw and his wrist is throbbing 
with yet another pain. Ghirahim is sat back watching him, a 
sadistic grin on his face. 


"Skychild, your screams are such a lovely melody. Shall we 
compose some more music?" 


Sky doesn't even have time to protest before Ghirahim's 
fingers are wrapping around his arm and igniting instantly. 
He tries his best not to scream, not wanting to give the 
demon lord the satisfaction, but he's in so much pain he 
can't help but cry out. 


And Ghirahim burns him, over and over and over again, and 
when he's done with the right arm he begins anew on Sky's 
left. 


Sky passes out a few times, being woken with a slap or 
another burn so fierce it jolts him back to consciousness, but 
he's growing weaker and weaker and he can't take this 
anymore. 


"S-stop," he rasps, and Ghirahim pauses. 


"What was that, Skychild?" 


"Stop, please stop... please," Sky begs. Tears are streaming 
down his cheeks and he knows he looks pathetic, he's so far 
from a hero, but he just can't take any more of this tortue. 
Not today. 


I'm sorry, he thinks, to his brothers, /'‘m sorry. I'm a disgrace 
to you all... 


“But why should | stop?" Ghirahim sneers, "| asked you to 
stop many times on your journey yet you never did. | told 
you this was revenge. | am not going to stop." 


He moves his hands down again and Sky can see the fiery 
magic dancing over the demon lord's fingers, and somehow 
he manages to flinch away. Just a little, but enough to make 
Ghirahim pause. 


"Stop," Sky pleads again, "I can't... | can't take anymore," he 
confesses. 


His captor laughs. "Really? The chosen hero giving up 
already? It's a shame | wasn't trying to get answers out of 
you..." 


“Then what do you want?" 


"| already told you, Skychild. Revenge. You took everything 
from me, ruined every plan | made - everything was going 
to be perfect but you took it and you shattered everything!" 
Ghirahim shouts, cracks appearing on his skin as his anger 
rises. 


"And what do you want me to say?" Sky yells, suddenly 
fueled himself, "Do you want me to apologise for what | did? 
For defeating Demise? Because | won't! I'm not sorry at all 
for that! But | am sorry that | hurt you in the process, | never 
wanted anyone to get hurt... I-" his voice wavers, anger 


gone as fast as it came, "I just wanted to save her. That's... 
that's all | did, all | wanted..." 


He chokes back the tears, bowing his head as he tries not to 
think of his Zelda - of Sun - and how he might not see her 
again. 


Ghirahim has fallen oddly silent, and Sky waits with bated 
breath, preparing himself for the inevitable hurt that is 
going to follow. But just as the demon lord opens his mouth 
to condemn Sky once more, a feminine chuckle echoes 
around the cell. 


"Well well, look at that. Bonding, are you?" the woman from 
before asks. 


"Cia," Ghirahim snaps, turning away from Sky to glare at 
her, "Don't interrupt. What | do to the Skychild is my 
business-" 


"Well, you so rudely interrupted me previously, | thought I'd 
return the favour," Cia smirks, "How is the soldier's poison 
working?" 


The soldier's... does she mean Warriors? No, he didn't make 
the poison... he wouldn't have... 


Sky misses Ghirahim's response, but judging by the cruel 
laugh from Cia, it wasn't anything good. 


"You should probably treat him, though, if you want him to 
survive this," she comments. 


"Why bother? | don't particularly want him to," Ghirahim 
replies harshly. 


Sky tenses up, his heart racing. He... he really intends for 
me to die here? Like this? Broken and burnt and poisoned 
and useless... 


"No," Cia says firmly, "| know you want your revenge, but 
you are not to kill a bearer of the Hero's Spirit. | want to 
collect them, not ki// them." 


Sky shudders at her choice of words. Collecting us? And 
she's been alone with Warriors - what has she done to him - 


Ghirahim scowls, then Cia leans in with a devious smile and 
whispers something in his ear. Immediately, the demon 
lord's face lights up, and Sky does not like the implications 
there. He strains his hearing, but he can't make out any of 
the words, and that only makes his fear worse. 


"Very good," Ghirahim grins as Cia pulls away, "Mhmm, yes, 
very good indeed. Fine then, Skychild -" 


Sky startles at the sudden address. 


"- You may rest, a little while. Because tomorrow... well, 
after tomorrow | doubt you'll ever sleep nicely again," he 
cackles, then disappears in a chime of diamonds. 


"Rest up, little hero," Cia adds, before she, too, leaves. 


Sky slumps against the wall, his head spinning and body 
throbbing. His burnt hands won't stop shaking, and his chest 
aches, but he doesn't know if it's from pain or poisoning or 
just pure fear. The /ook in Ghirahim's eyes before he left... 


It terrifies Sky. And the worst thing is, there is nothing he 
can do to escape what is coming. He's weak from the 
poison, his leg is broken, both arms are now useless... all he 


can move is his right leg and his head but both still cause 
him pain. 


His body is broken, and all he can do is attempt sleep, 
before the promised horrors of tomorrow arrive. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
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Sky... oops. It might be Warriors turn next chapter, you'll 
have to wait and see! 
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7. Breaks 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Hope you all had a lovely holiday season! 
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month since last updating, | just found this completed 
chapter in my documents, whoops. 


Things get darker, so again, please heed the tags. And 
this fic definitely deserves the M rating now. 
Warning for violence and torture this chapter. 


The goddesses must feel pity on him, because by some 
miracle, Warriors is able to sleep. When he awakes, though, 
the aches return, an unpleasant numbness in his arms. His 
knees are numb, too, and he's dreading the pain that will 
come when he moves. But for now, there is nothing, and he 
takes a moment to relish in this moment of respite. The 
scarf has loosened around his neck, and he is able to breath 
deeply again. 


As the grogginess fades, though, memories flood back into 
his mind - of Cia, sickly sweet and faking, her unwanted 
touches, her cruel words - of Sky, oh dear goddess, Sky - 


He cringes away from those memories, shame and horror 
filling him. 


Warriors isn't sure how long he's been here - has it been two 
days? Surely, not only one? How long has he been sleeping? 
He hates not having a sense of time. 


"Ah, | see you're awake!" 


And with the entrance of Cia, his small peace is shattered. 
Warriors looks at her and tries his best not to glare. 


| can't upset her today - Sky needs the antidote, | have to do 
what she wants... 


She leans down in front of him and he averts his eyes from 
her chest that is suddenly in his face, tensing as he feels the 
cuffs around his wrists loosen. The limbs drop suddenly, and 
Warriors gasps as a painful tingling shoots through them. 
But before he can adjust to the increasing pain in his arms, 
the shackles around his ankles are gone, too, and Cia has a 
grip on his aching shoulder. 


"Come on, pet, up you get," she smiles, "We have 
something different planned today!" 


He tries to move, but his legs have cramped, and he can't 
use his arms yet to brace himself, either. With a frustrated 
huff, Cia hauls him to his feet, and he yelps as he's forced to 
take his weight, pain shooting down his legs as the limbs 
regain feeling. 


"I've had time to think, whilst you were snoozing," Cia says, 
tapping her fingernails on his arm, "And I'm not in a playful 
mood today... No, I'd much rather watch. So we're going to 
visit someone who has something quite interesting planned 
for you. And | suggest you comply, because if I'm 
entertained enough, I'll be happy to make the antidote for 
your little friend." 


Warriors' heart pounds as his mind starts trying to figure out 
what exactly could be happening, please don't make me 
hurt Sky again, or any of the others... 


“Come on, pet. The sooner we get started, the better!" 


Cia pulls him forwards, her tone disturbingly cheerful, and 
every step he takes is agony, stumbling as his legs cramp 
up and spasm every few paces. His arms slowly regain 
feeling, and he's able to move his fingers with only the 
slightest of tingles by the time Cia stops them at their 
destination. Warriors' head is spinning and he's already 
exhausted from the walk, struggling for energy to move, let 
alone fight against what's ahead. 


Except he can't fight, or the others will be hurt, and Sky 
won't get the antidote, and /t will all be his fault. 


Whatever happens next, he just has to take it. 


But as his vision focuses, he recognises the door in front of 
him, and his steps falter. 


This 1s Sky's cell... no, no don't make me hurt him again -! 


He can feel the panic rising inside of him and it takes all his 
effort to keep walking when Cia does, crossing into the cell. 


"Rise and shine, little knight!" Cia exclaims in a sing-song 
voice. 


Across the room, Sky groans and opens his eyes, and even 
from this distance, Warriors can tell he's really unwell. 
Curiosity and concern have him step forwards, but Sky's 
eyes widen and he cringes back against the wall. The 
Captain freezes, his heart pounding with the guilt of what he 
did yesterday. 


Sky's afraid of me... 


His gaze trails over the blistering burns on the backs of 
Sky's hands, winding past the cuffs on his wrists and 
continuing almost up to his elbow. The wound on his thigh is 


raw and weeping, and his leg is still bent out of shape. He's 
pale, far too pale, and his chest heaves with every breath. 


"He's such a beautifully broken little Skychild, isn't he?" 
Ghirahim remarks, materialising in a chime of diamonds. 


Warriors clenches his fists and glares at the demon lord. 
He's not going to hurt Sky again - no, this time he's going to 
protect Sky, even if it's from himself. 


Ghirahim chuckles darkly. "Oh, little soldier, don't worry. The 
Skychild is getting a break today - your mistress is rather 
worried he might shatter completely. But you, on the other 
hand..." He reaches out suddenly and wraps a cold hand 
around Warriors' neck, pulling him closer, "You, | have 
complete permission to do with as | please. Just no scars, 
I've been instructed, so of course | will put my creative mind 
to use." 


He smirks, and without any warning Warriors is flung 
through the air, smacking into the wall with a force that 
pushes all the air from his lungs and cracks something in his 
chest. He slides down to the floor, wheezing as he tries to 
catch his breath, and wincing as a sting of pain comes. 


"Starting already?" Cia says, "I haven't finished preparing 
him!" 


Warriors scowls as she approaches, then remembers himself 
and schools his expression into something more neutral. 


"| want a show today, but it's no fun if | can't properly see," 
Cia comments, then suddenly she's whisked his scarf off, 
and her hands quickly tug at his tunic. His face flushes and 
he grasps at the fabric, but she swats his hands away. 


"No, pet. You have to do as _| say, so don't make this 
difficult," she warns. Warriors tenses but doesn't struggle as 
she removes his tunic, the rest of his remaining armour, his 
boots, and finally his shirt, leaving him in only his trousers. 
He shivers at the chill and fights back the urge to cross his 
arms over his chest, not liking the lustrous tint to Cia's eyes. 


"Beautiful," she murmurs, her hands tracing the muscles on 
his chest, then her expression hardens when she notices his 
most prominent scar - the large burn on his left arm, 
courtesy of Volga. 


"Such a shame about this," she huffs, grabbing his arm, "It 
makes you no longer symmetrical, and that's not what | 
want." 


Warriors has to fight the urge to scowl and tear his arm from 
her grip, because he's proud of that scar, yes he was burnt 
and it was extremely painful, but he defeated Volga in the 
end, and he doesn't regret it, not one bit. He's proud of a// 
his scars. 


"Don't worry, Cia, | can work with it," Ghirahim grins. 


"Perfect," she beams, then lets go of Warriors and steps 
back. "Remember what | told you," she whispers, before 
crossing over to the other side of the room, near Sky, and 
summoning a comfy chair to sit on. Sky glances over at her 
but his eyes are unfocused, and Warriors is too busy 
watching his friend to notice Ghirahim wielding a metal club 
until the weapon smacks into his already-weakened ribs. 
Gasping, he doubles over on instinct, but the pain that tears 
through him forces him to straighten. 


"Not even a slight scream? I'm disappointed," Ghirahim 
comments, his hands gripping Warriors' exposed sides and 
squeezing slightly. He can fee/ his ribs shifting as the demon 


lord's grip tightens, but he grits his teeth and doesn't make 
a noise. 


He doesn't know how to deal with someone touching him in 
ways he doesn't want. He doesn't know how to deal with his 
mind and body being taken over and controlled. 


He does know how to deal with physical torture - he's a 
soldier, after all. 


Ghirahim quickly tires of messing with his ribs, as he gets no 
reaction, and Warriors is flung back against the wall again. 
This time, though, he's not allowed to fall, as diamond- 
studded cuffs appear around his wrists and ankles, chaining 
him up spread-eagled, his feet only just touching the 
ground. 


"Your silence is impressive, little soldier," Ghirahim says as 
he paces in front of him, "But | do so desperately want to 
compare your screams to my Skychild's. So we can do this 
the easy way, or the hard way." He spins the club in his 
hands - an oddly bulky weapon for him, Warriors thinks, but 
a suitable one for - 


Oh, no. 


"Hard way it is," Ghirahim laughs, before swinging the club 
at his right arm. 


Warriors groans as the metal connects with his skin, bruising 
but not breaking - 


The club hits again, and he has to really fight not to scream 
as he feels the bones surrounding his elbow shatter, caught 
between the stone wall and the tremendous force Ghirahim 
applies to the metal club. 


It's okay, just my shield arm, can be fixed with potions, I've 
broken it before, he tries to reassure himself as he focuses 
on breathing, not too deep as that's painful, but steadily 
enough to not panic. 


Ghirahim's baffled look is almost entertaining. 


"Not even the slightest cry? Come on, soldier. This will only 
get worse for you." 


Across the room, Warriors can see Sky, sitting up a little 
more alert, and that gives him the first warmth of courage 
he's felt in this place. He has to be strong, for Sky. 


He doesn't cry out when his right knee is shattered, nor 
scream when the injury is squeezed roughly. He grits his 
teeth as Ghirahim unchains his right ankle, only to seize it 
and twist with inhuman strength until something snaps in 
there, as well. Then Ghirahim sets his foot down and 
reforms the chain, before going to repeat the process with 
his left ankle. AS soon as he grabs the ankle, all of Warriors’ 
weight is forced onto the broken right, and his leg 
immediately gives way, the agony seering through it 
bringing tears to his eyes. As he crumples, the cuffs around 
his wrists stop him from falling, but pull at his broken elbow 
and for a second his vision whites out, the pain throwing 
him towards unconsciousness. He manages to keep awake, 
though, as Ghirahim lets go of his left ankle, and he's able 
to balance his weight onto it once again, ignoring the agony 
in his right leg. If it wasn't for the shackles locking him in 
place, he would surely fallen by now, but somehow he's still 
upright, though barely. 


"| don't want you incapable of standing just yet," Ghirahim 
says, "Though it is tempting, to have you on the floor and 
crush you like the irritation you are. Unfortunately, though, 


your mistress wants a show, and | doubt that my murdering 
of you would qualify." 


Warriors glares at him, his jaw aching from the effort of 
keeping it closed, to prevent any screams or cries of pain. 
He's not going to give Ghirahim the satisfaction, even if he 
knows deep down this torture is for nothing - it's just a 
show, as the demon lord said, but he is not going to give in. 
He agreed to do what Cia wanted, not Ghirahim. 


But as his injuries are jostled, bringing tears to his eyes, he 
blinks rapidly to stop them from falling and fights back yet 
another cry, part of him wondering why he is being so 
stubborn, he barely has any pride left anyway- 


"| must say, your silence is most annoying," Ghirahim huffs, 
"Are you not in agony right now, little soldier? Does this-" he 
grabs Warriors' broken elbow and squeezes - "Cause you no 
pain?" 


His eyes close against the searing agony and a slight moan 
Slips out before he manages to control himself. 


"Oh, finally something!" Ghirahim laughs in mocking delight, 
his fingers trailing up to grip Warriors' shackled wrist. "Is it 
terrifying, to know that | can break your arm even more?" 
He twists the soldier's wrist slightly, and then takes the right 
hand and starts to bend it back. 


"To know that | can leave you unable to defend yourself?" 
Ghirahim continues. 


Warriors closes his eyes again and braces himself, jaw 
locked tighter, preparing for the snap of his wrist and the 
agony that will follow - 


But it doesn't come. 


Instead, Ghirahim relaxes his grip slightly, and Warriors 
cracks his eyes open cautiously. 


"| forgot," the demon lord says softly, "You favor the left 
hand, don't you? Nevermind... | can still leave a mark on 
this one." His fingers dance down Warriors' arm, the touch 
light and sending shivers down his spine, but then 
Ghirahim's fingers almost seem to dig in, and his arm feels 
hot. 


He dares a look, and his heartrate spikes. Sparks dance over 
the demon lord's fingers and move against his skin, in a 
pattern that would be fascinating if it was not for the pain it 
causes. Warriors hates fire, he's been burned before, this is 
just heat and there's no flames but he knows what's coming 


"What exactly are you doing?" Cia asks, sauntering over and 
interrupting Warriors' panicked thoughts. 


"Sketching out the pattern," Ghirahim answers, as if he is 
talking about a simple painting and not Warriors' arm, "You 
wanted it symmetrical, this is the preparation." 


Warriors' breathing is speeding up out of his control, making 
his chest throb even more, but he can't stop staring at the 
trail Ghirahim is leaving on his arm, the threat in every 
touch, the pattern that is oddly familiar, though he can't 
quite place it. 


"There!" Ghirahim exclaims, "All ready, now time for the fun- 


"Wait," Cia says, and her hand replaces Ghirahim's on 
Warriors' arm. "You're not giving me much entertainment, 
pet. So I'm going to give you a choice now." 


Her other hand cups his chin and lifts his head up, oh so 
gently, until they're eye-to-eye. 


"You can stay here until Ghirahim is satisfied. Or, | will take 
you away, and we can spend time together - just you and | - 
as long as you promise to obey me and love me the way | 
want," she whispers, her lips almost touching his, "Can you 
do that for me?" 


Warriors is trembling, and not just from the pain. 


The smart thing to do, would be to say yes. To spare himself 
from this agony, to keep himself in a better condition, more 
chance to fight back, if the opportunity even arises. And 
what she offers isn't that bad - she just wants to touch him 
and kiss him and play with him and surely that is better 
than having all his bones broken? 


But to Warriors, it is more terrifying than any violence 
Ghirahim could inflict upon him. 


He hates that she's looking at him with that lust in her eyes, 
hates that she's capable of his worst fears, hates that when 
She starts to touch him, he can do nothing, he's far too 
afraid. 


The smart answer is yes, but he's not smart, he's a fool, and 
so he shakes his head. 


Cia sighs, "Such a shame," she says, her fingers shifting to 
caress his cheek, and he flinches. The hand on his arm 
tightens to a painful grip. 


“But | suppose," she then hisses, "that you have still not 
learnt a lesson. You should be gratefu/ for my touch, you 
should /ong for me, not recoil like some pathetic creature. | 
Suppose you must continue to learn the hard way, that you 


can only be happy with me. Everyone else will just cause 
you pain." 


She lets go of him and steps back, nodding to Ghirahim. "Go 
ahead." 


The demon lord grins, dramatically stretching out his arms 
and clicking his knuckles before running his fingers down 
Warriors' arm. He tenses, bracing for the pain, but at first 
there is nothing, only a slight tingling. Then it warms, 
quickly turning uncomfortable, and then it's hot too hot and 
he grimaces and tries to pull away but oh his elbow is 
broken and he can't move without more pain make it stop - 


"Scream for me, little soldier," Ghirahim whispers. 


His arm ignites, and he obeys. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
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When Warriors first comes into the room, Sky's ashamed of 
the terror that surges through him. He’s barely awake, his 
body aching more than the previous day, and all he can 
think is no more, no more, please no more. 


But it’s Warriors who is targeted this time, across the room 
and in perfect view of Sky, who can do nothing as the 
creepy woman sits on a chair beside him, and Ghirahim 
throws his fellow hero against the wall with a sickening 
crunch. 


Sky doesn’t want to watch, but he can’t tear his eyes away, 
tears blurring his vision as the demon lord hurts his friend 
again and again and again, but Warriors doesn’t make a 
sound. 


Sky feels even more shame, for his crying at yesterday’s 
torture, but also a new admiration for the strength of 
Warriors. Bruises are blossoming over Warriors’ exposed 
skin, clear enough even for Sky’s increasingly hazy vision, 
and he starts to fear for his friend. Will they stop? What is 
the purpose of this torture? 


His breathing speeds up, and beside him Cia lets out a 
chuckle. “Are you worried for him, little knight?” 


He can barely turn his head to look at her, even that small 
motion making him dizzy. His mouth opens - to say what, 
he’s not sure - and nothing comes out, anyway. 


She slips off her chair and sashays over to him, crouching 
down so they’re eye level. “I’m not going to let him die,” 
she whispers, “Or you, for that matter. | prefer to keep all 
you heroes alive. It’s a shame, really,” she strokes his cheek 
almost tenderly, “that Ghirahim has claimed you. We 
could’ve had such a /ovely time together.” She pats his head 
before straightening up, glancing over to Warriors. 
Something catches her attention, as she then walks over 
quickly, but Sky can barely follow her movements. His skin 
feels too warm, where she touched him, and he should be 
angry, he should’ve said something, but he can’t. 


She says she isn’t going to let him die, but he’s struggling to 
believe that, with the poison taking a hold of him. 


He doesn’t want to die here, but he knows he hasn’t got 
long left, and for a moment he wonders if that is such a bad 
thing. It is a weak death, to rot in a cell, but if it soares him 
from the horrors of his captors - 


A pained scream tears Sky from the darkness of his 
thoughts, and he squints at the sudden brightness in front 
of him. Another scream of pure agony breaks his heart, and 
he realises with absolute horror that the brightness is fire 
and it’s all focused on Warriors. 


The Captain screams again, a horrid, broken noise that Sky 
hasn’t heard before, and he never wants to again. 


“S-stop,” he rasps, but Warriors screams again and oh 
goddess he can smell the flesh burning. It’s worse than his 
own burns - Ghirahim had reasons to hurt him, but to do this 
to Warriors... it is nothing short of heartless torture. 


“Stop,” Sky says, louder, then yells, “STOP!” 


Ghirahim pauses, and turns to glare at him. “Not now, 
Skychild,” he snaps. 


“No,” Sky coughs, “S-stop... stop hurting him...” 


“And what, hurt you instead? No, Skychild. Today is a day of 
rest for you.” The demon lord turns his focus back to 
Warriors, and Sky wishes desperately that he had strength 
left in his body, that he could pull away from the chains and 
run to get Warriors away from all of this. 


“No!” he manages to shout again, “Fine, you can hurt me! 
Just... just stop, Ghirahim, p-please!” 


“Cia, shut him up,” Ghirahim groans. 


“It would be my pleasure,” Cia answers. Sky blinks, and 
suddenly she’s crouched beside him once more. He opens 
his mouth to yell, but she puts a finger over his lips. 


“No more, little knight,” she says, and shoves something 
metal into his mouth. Sky tries to pull away, but he only has 
strength to shake his head a little, and Cia _ easily 
overpowers him. The metal presses down on his tongue, 
and she tightens straps around his head, securing it in 
place. Another strip goes over his nose and buckles under 
his chin, pulled so tightly it digs into the skin and completely 
prevents him from opening his mouth. 


“Mmmmph!” Sky protests, and Cia grins. 


“If you sing too much, Hero of the Skies, then you will be 
silenced. You’re just here to observe.” 


She moves back, and Sky tries to move his arms, to pull at 
the horrid straps on his face, but he can’t even lift a finger. 
Cia notices this, and her smile widens. 


“Paralysis, such a beautiful thing, isn’t it?” she hums, and 
Sky’s breathing hitches in panic. His instinct is to cough, but 
he can’t with his mouth tied shut, instead ending up 
wheezing through his nose, eyes running and lungs aching 
as he struggles to inhale enough air. When he finally 
manages to get it under control again, Cia is back in the 
chair, and Ghirahim steps back as Warriors hangs limp in his 
chains. Sky can’t see clear enough to inspect the burn 
damage, and he doesn’t want to. 


“Are you done?” Cia calls. 


“Not quite,” the demon lord answers, “The soldier passed 
out before | could finish.” 


” 


“Well, carry on,” Cia snaps, and Sky stares as Ghirahim 
presses flames to Warriors’ arm once more. The Captain 
jerks awake with a shriek, that quickly descends into pained 
sobs and a harsh coughing that sounds far too wet to be 
healthy. 


Sky closes his eyes, but he can’t block out the sounds of his 
friend’s agony. 


Eventually, Warriors stops, and Sky opens his eyes again, 
relieved to see that his friend is not unconscious, but that 
Ghirahim has stopped and the fire is gone. 


“Well done, pet,” Cia croons, and Sky would cringe if his 
body would allow him. 


Warriors says nothing, his chest heaving as he struggles to 
breathe. 


Cia crosses over to him, her hands reaching up and running 
over Warriors’ bruised chest, and Sky knows his flinch isn’t 
just from the pain. 


Anger swells within him, and he growls as best as he can, 
Causing all three to turn and look at him. 


“Are you trying to be a guard dog now, Skychild?” Ghirahim 
mocks, “Sorry, but that role is already occupied by the Hero 
of Twilight. You cannot be a mutt, even if you tried.” 


Sky growls again, though he’s confused at what Ghirahim 
means, his anger for how Warriors is being treated overrules 
that. 


Don’t touch him, he wants to yell, don’t you dare lay a hand 
on him without his consent-! 


“Maybe you should gift him a little something,” Cia says to 
Ghirahim, “Like | have for my pet.” Her hands keep going, 
curling around Warriors’ neck, and when they pull away, a 
dark band remains, tight against his skin. 


A collar, Sky figures, and feels sick again. 
“Maybe | should,” Ghirahim muses. 


Warriors isn’t looking at anyone, his cheeks flushed in 
embarrassment but the rest of his skin is pale, far too pale. 


“But for now, | think | will reward our darling heroes,” Cia 
declares, “Now, my pet, | will let you soend some time with 
the little knight... You just have to make it there, first.” 


She nods to Ghirahim, and the chains around Warriors’ 
wrists and ankles dissolve in a chime of diamonds. 
Immediately he pitches forward, and Ghirahim side-steps to 
let him smack into the ground, with an audible crack. 
Warriors wheezes, trying to push himself up with his left 
arm, and Sky tries to move his jaw, wanting to yell for his 
friend to just stop. Stop struggling, don’t even bother trying 
to get to him - it’s not worth the pain, it’s just not worth it, 
none of this is worth it - 


Their captors stand back and watch as Warriors makes it 
onto his knees, immediately shifting his weight to the left, 
almost falling over again. He tries to stand, but collapses 
down again with a pained moan the second pressure is put 
on his right leg. 


Stop, just stop, just stop, Sky pleads, and tries to make eye 
contact, to get his message across. 


But the Captain is a stubborn, stubborn ass, and he makes it 
onto his one good knee again, bracing his left hand on the 
ground, his muscles tensing before he pushes, and manages 
to right himself. He glances at Cia, then looks away just as 
quickly, before starting on an awkward hop towards Sky. The 
damage only gets clearer as he gets closer, and Sky’s 
preparing for him to fall or for Ghirahim to hurt him again or 
something, but Warriors is suddenly right there, awkwardly 
lowering himself down beside Sky, and hissing as he sits. 


“I’m so sorry,” he whispers, his voice so quiet and meek. 
Sky manages to shake his head. 


Warriors sighs, then winces, and Sky surveys the damage as 
best as his tired eyes allow him to. The most obvious is the 
dark bruising all over his torso, and the off-sound of his 
breathing, indicating that ribs are damaged and likely 


broken. His right knee looks like it’s gone, an obvious dip in 
the skin where the bone should be, and the foot on that leg 
has been twisted almost 180 degrees, the ankle heavily 
swollen and even bleeding at one point. Mercifully, his left 
arm and leg appear unscathed aside from light bruising 
around the wrist and ankle, but the right arm is in a 
complete state. From the elbow down, it hangs at a 
sickening angle, more bruising and swelling around the 
joint. But the worst is the deep burn on his lower arm, 
Snaking down to his wrist, raw and red, already blistered 
and weeping. 


The pattern of the horrific burn, though, is identical to the 
scar on Warriors’ left arm. 


Bile rises in Sky’s throat and he barely swallows it down. The 
dark patches are only spreading on Warriors’ skin, and he 
fears that there’s internal bleeding. 


You need a potion, he tries to say, but it just comes out as 
“Mmm-mmm-mmm!” 


“Sorry,” Warriors rasps, and shuffles slightly, his hand 
reaching for the straps on Sky’s face. 


“No, pet,” Cia says, and Warriors’ hand stills. The woman 
stares down at them both, but particularly Warriors, with a 
predatory, possessive gaze. 


“That’s not coming off the knight until my antidote is 
ready... and | was a/most satisfied with your performance 
today.” 


Warriors visibly wilts, and Sky’s heart sinks. Did... did he 
agree to take that beating? So | could get an antidote to the 
poison...? 


What is Cia doing to him? 


Sky hates it, hates seeing his friend act so... submissive, 
and he doesn’t know if it’s because of the pain or because 
of something Cia has done. 


He hopes it’s not the latter, but he knows that’s the most 
likely. 


“| just have something more | wish to do, but | must get a 
few things, to prepare. You can stay here with the little 
knight, for now,” Cia says, before she leaves them alone. 
Ghirahim leaves the cell, too, and Sky turns his attention 
back to Warriors. 


“C-can |...?” he asks weakly, and Sky nods, though he’s not 
sure what he’s saying yes to. Warriors shuffles over until 
he’s right beside Sky, his left side pressed against Sky’s 
right, though mindful to not touch Sky’s burnt arm. Sky 
wishes he was able to move his fingers, as though it would 
cause him physical pain, he wants to hold Warriors’ hand 
and take some small comfort in this hell. Instead, he hums 
in satisfaction, and tilts his head towards Warriors. His friend 
takes the hint and slumps, his head resting on Sky’s 
shoulder. 


” 


“So sorry,” Warriors murmurs, “I... | didn’t want to hurt 
you... Sky...” He trails off, his breaths wheezy, and Sky 
hums again, in what he hopes is a comforting tone, followed 
by concern. 


If Cia brings back a potion, he wants her to give it to 
Warriors. The Captain is a fighter, a hero, so very strong, but 
this place is breaking him, Sky can see it. Warriors needs to 
get out of here, to find the others and flee. 


As soon as Sky is able to, he’ll convey that to Warriors, try 
and persuade him to go whenever this is an opportunity. 
And, if he can, Sky will create that opportunity. 


He rests his head against Warriors’, listening to his friend’s 
breathing, and praying to the goddess that he can be free of 
this soon. 


If anyone is to escape from here, Sky wants it to be 
Warriors. 


And so that is what he prays. 
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Warriors is in agony. 


He thought he was strong, thought he could take everything 
they inflicted upon him, but the fire... that was too much. 


And now he is left feeling broken and pathetic because he 
broke his silence and screamed his pain, in front of Sky. Sky, 
who is gagged and so injured from the poison that he can’t 
even move, and it’s a// Warriors’ fault. 


Sky doesn’t seem to blame him, though, even trusting him 
enough still to fall asleep, his head resting against Warriors. 
So now the Captain sits in pain, the right side of his body 
screaming in various agonies, as he waits for whatever 
horrors are coming. 


He wants to hope, that maybe they’ll be healed, but he 
knows Cia has something else planned for him, before she 
will sort out the antidote for Sky. And whatever it is, Warriors 
will suffer it, because he has to. He’s too weak and injured 
to fight back... but so is Sky. His friend is fading, and 
Warriors can’t lose him, he can’t. 


Eventually Cia returns, with a small bag that he doubts is 
holding many potions. 


“How good of you to stay awake for me, pet,” she croons, 
“Now come on, away from the knight.” 


She grabs him by the collar and hauls him, a few metres 
away from Sky, before grabbing his left hand and chaining it 
to the wall above his head. She reaches for the right, too, 
and he braces himself, but she stops and doesn’t touch the 
burn. 


“We'll get you healed up soon, pet, don’t worry. But before 
then, | have one final lesson for you.” She smiles, and runs 
her hands over his bruised, bare skin. 


"| think you need a reminder, of who you belong to now," 
she hums. He tenses and wants to pull away, but he’s in too 
much pain, and there's nowhere for him to go anyway. 


"Especially since you keep flinching at my touches... | don't 
really want to do this, pet, but you're leaving me with no 
choice." 


Her fingers settle over a patch of unbruised skin on his 
abdomen, near his left hip. 


"Hmm yes, perfect," she croons, and pulls a knife from the 
bag. 


A yelp slips from his mouth, and he tries to pull back, but 
the motion only irritates his wounds, and chafes the skin on 
his left wrist. His hands itch to cover himself, but one arm is 
chained whilst the other is broken and useless, and he can 
do absolutely nothing. 


He's completely helpless, and completely terrified, a 
disgrace to the name of the hero of courage. 


"Don’t struggle, love,” Cia whispers, “If you keep still, I'll get 
that antidote sorted, okay? And, well, | want you most of all, 
but if you fight me, | might have to mark and claim some of 
the other lovely heroes..." 


He shakes his head, trembling, every muscle in his body 
screaming for him to do something, but he just grits his 
teeth and tries desperately to not flinch as her knife digs in 
to the tender skin on his abdomen. 


"That's it, pet," she whispers, and he whimpers in pain as 
she moves her blade ever so slowly, curving it around and 
oh goddess he has to be strong or this is going to happen to 
the others as well he can't let them suffer because he's so 
weak - 


Her knife keeps going and the pain sharply increases as it 
twists, and he flinches, gasping as the motion aggravates 
his ribs. 


"| told you not to struggle," she says, and the collar around 
his neck tightens. Tears fall readily and his head pounds with 
the growing lack of oxygen as he fails to control his 
breathing, his chest throbbing so much, he can barely 
breathe even when Cia loosens the collar again. 


"Breathe. It's no fun if you pass out on me,” she huffs, “I 
need you to stay awake, okay? This is a /esson for you, pet." 


Warriors just closes his eyes, and manages to control his 
breathing once more. The knife is still in him, though, and 
he grimaces as Cia begins moving it again, but he doesn’t 
even attempt to move. 


| have to be strong, if | struggle it'll just make things worse - 
Goddess - | wish this would stop - 


Cia hums a silly little tune as she continues carving his skin, 
going so slow he begins to think she's finished when a sharp 
sting tears through him and the pain spikes all over again. 
Finally, she pulls the knife from his skin and tosses it aside, 
then runs her fingers over the wound. He bites his tongue in 
his effort to not cry out at the aggravation. The skin is 
tender, the new pain competing with the rest of his agonies, 
and he knows that the cuts she’s made are deep. He can 
feel the blood running down and pooling on his leg. 


She wants it to scar, whatever she's done, he realises. 


Cautiously he opens his eyes, bracing himself before looking 
down, but Cia's hands are covering the wound. 


"Not yet, pet,” she scolds lightly, “| want the knight awake 
for this. And you did behave for me... so | will heal him, now. 
Don’t look down, or | will stop - and | w/// know if you do.” 


She waits until he’s looking at her face, before she moves 
away, reaching into her bag and pulling out a bottle of 
liquid, that looks identical to what he gave Sky originally. 
She then slaps Sky’s cheek, jolting him awake, and Warriors 
bites back an annoyed comment. 


He can’t risk doing anything to upset Cia, not now. Not when 
Sky’s life is on the line. 


“Wake up, little knight,” she sings, unbuckling the straps 
that are around Sky’s head. Sky groans as the strips are 
peeled away, leaving ugly red grooves on his skin, and his 
dazed eyes flicker weakly to Warriors. 


“Open up,” Cia commands. 


Sky isn’t looking at her, his eyes are locked on Warriors - 
and the Captain nods, praying that this time, what Cia holds 
is to heal, not hurt. 


And Sky - hopeful, trusting Sky - opens his mouth and lets 
Cia empty the contents of the bottle into it. 


Immediately Sky gags, and Cia forces his jaws shut, holding 
him in place until he swallows. His eyes mist over before he 
slumps back, unconscious, and Warriors begins to panic. 


“Don’t worry,” Cia says, as if sensing his emotion, “The 
antidote does take a while to settle in, but he should be 
awake soon. And don’t look down, | can re-administer the 
poison anytime. Or pick another hero to test it on... perhaps 
your fierce leader?” 


Warriors shakes his head, and Cia turns to see that. “Oh, no, 
| won’t, seeing as you remembered.” 


He blinks, confused. What did | remember... ? 


“I told you not to talk, and I’m happy that you actually have 
listened to me. You didn’t even try, and I’m grateful for that, 
otherwise lI’d have to muzzle you and that could ruin your 
pretty face.” 


| didn’t even try. 


Nausea swells within him, and he stares at the wall behind 
Sky, unable to look down, but not wanting to look at Cia. 
Because she is right. He talked to Sky, yes, but only a little, 
and around Cia... 


He already knows the instinct, to not speak around her. 


And that thought sickens him. 


He turns his focus to Sky, then, anything to distract himself 
from the urge to look down at his throbbing wound, but his 
friend is still unconscious, though his breathing seems less 
laboured. Warriors is finding it increasingly difficult to 
breathe, though, and begins to feel light-headed. 


Maybe the injuries are catching up to me, he thinks, and 
everything seems to throb more at that thought. 


“What’s wrong, my pet?” Cia asks then. 


Warriors opens his mouth but no words come, just a painful, 
wet cough that rattles his chest. 


Cia actually looks scared, for a moment, and she disappears 
from his field of vision. He blinks, the room darkening and 
blurring, and then something cool is pressed to his lips. 
Swallowing on instinct, he shudders as the familiar taste of 
red potion greets him - but there is something else, an 
underlying bitterness not present in the usual potions. He 
doesn't dwell on it much, though, as the potion quickly takes 
effect, dulling the pain and bringing him back from the brink 
of consciousness. 


Cia sets an empty bottle down, her face settled back into its 
usual sickly smile. 


"That's it, pet, don't be weak and faint on me, not before | 
unveil my masterpiece!" 


Sky groans suddenly, his eyes fluttering open, drifting for a 
moment before settling on Warriors. He smiles weakly, then 
glances down at the wound on Warriors' abdomen, and all 
joy is gone, conquered by an unfamiliar anger. 


"You," Sky seethes, "How dare you-" 


"Silence," Cia snaps, and Sky's breath catches in his throat, 
mild panic crossing his face before the fury returns. 


"Well, now he's awake, | Suppose you can gaze upon the my 
beautiful creation, too," Cia purrs. She slaps her hand over 
the wound on his stomach, and he stifles a yelp. 


She kisses his cheek lightly, giggles, then removes her hand 
and steps back. Dread fills his chest but his gaze trails 
down, too curious, staring at the bright red marks on his 
Skin. It's bleeding still, but sluggishly, and it takes him a 
second to figure out what it is. 


And when he does, something inside him shatters. 
It's hername. 


Her name, in her handwriting, carved into his skin so deep 
it's going to scar - 


Goddess, it's going to scar. 


His breathing hitches and his hands twitch, wanting to claw 
at the skin, to mar those three letters until they no longer 
resemble a word, but the chain and his injuries stop him. 


"Don't you love it, pet?" she murmurs, "Now everyone will 
know who you belong to." 


He's crying and gasping for breath, his chest aching and not 
just from Ghirahim's beating. Sky's saying something, but 
he can't hear, he can't think, all he does is double over as 
she releases his wrist from the chain, and sob, the the 
gravity of this situation suddenly too much to bear. 


Even if, by some miracle, they are all rescued from this hell, 
he's never going to be free. Her name is written on his skin, 


a mark, a brand, a constant reminder of his failures and 
worthlessness. 


He's never going to be free... and she's never going to let 
him go. Not after this. 


Warriors, what a mockery of a name, a title that does not 
belong to the pathetic, broken monster that he is. 


Link cries until all his tears are spent, and when Cia raises 
his head, all he can see is his own brokenness reflected in 
her victorious eyes. 
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Sky can't see. 


There are too many tears blurring his vision - of sorrow, of 
pain, of anger - and he tries to blink them away, but it 
doesn't really help. 


He cannot see, but he can hear his friend's broken cries, and 
he can smell the sweet sickness of the sorceress. 


He can also feel the burns on his skin as the poison in his 
blood is conquered by the antidote. But with the pain also 
comes the ability to move once more, and he'll take that 
over the paralysed numbness anyday. 


Sky shifts, bring a trembling hand up to rub at his eyes, 
hissing at the pain that the motion causes. His vision starts 
to clear, enough to see the ugly, blistering burns on his 
hands and arms, and the wound on his broken leg, that is 
starting to look a little yellow. Infection is something he does 
not want to suffer as well, but he doubts Cia will grant him 
another potion. 


He glances over at the sorceress, her arms a cage around 
his friend, and the anger flares up within him again. How 
can she be so crue/ to Warriors? How dare she carve her 
name into his skin, as if he is a trophy? 


Sky sickens as he realises, that is exactly how she views 
him. 


Warriors’ face is hidden, but the trembling of his shoulders 
betrays his emotion. Sky wants to go over to him, to shove 
the sorceress away and comfort his friend properly, but he 
can’t get far with the chains around his wrists, and his 
useless leg. Cia glances up at him then, something 
dangerous shimmering beneath her smirk. 


“Don’t waste your time, little knight. You won’t be going 
anywhere.” 


“Leave him alone,” Sky says firmly. 


“You would be so cruel, to tear him from his Mistress?” She 
gasps dramatically, but her eyes are mocking. 


Sky scowls. “You are the one who is cruel to him! If you /ove 
him then why are you hurting him so much?” 


Both captive and captor stiffen. 


“Discipline,” Cia hisses after a moment, “And | do not need 
to justify my actions to you.” 


Sky sits up straighter, and leans forward as much as he can. 
“Yes, you do. Because that’s my friend you’re hurting, my 
brother, and | won’t tolerate any more of it. Leave. Him. 
Alone.” 


There’s venom in his words, his spirit rejuvenated as the last 
of the poison dies, leaving behind the pain that only serves 
to add to his fire. 


His body was - still is - broken. He was paralysed and forced 
to watch his friend be tortured. 


Now he can think clearly again, he’s had enough. 


“That’s enough,” Cia snaps, letting go of Warriors as she 
stands and glares down at Sky. His friend curls further into 
himself, but Sky focuses on the villain before him. 


And he’s feeling bold. “Enough of you hurting him? | agree. 
In fact, you should stay away from him, unless it is to give 
him a potion.” 


Cia’s expression is dangerously dark, but Sky is not put off. 


“It’s enough of this separation, too. Can’t you just throw us 
in with the rest of our friends?” he pushes. 


There is a slight break in her expression - almost akin to 
panic - before it is schooled into anger again. 


“Fed up of the special treatment, are you?” she mocks. 
“Yes,” answers Sky bluntly, “And I’m also not convinced.” 
“Of what?” 

“That our friends are still alive.” 


Warriors’ head snaps up, his eyes red, face blotchy from 
crying. “What?” he rasps. 


I’m sorry, Warriors. 


“I don’t believe they’re still alive. You nearly killed both of 
us, and that’s special treatment? How do | know you haven't 
gone back on your word, that after the time is up we won't 
find them dead?” 


Sky knows he’s pushing her, Knows that this could go so 
horribly wrong, but her expression has slipped a couple of 
times, and he has to take this opportunity. 


“Fine,” she huffs, “You can go and rot in the lower cells with 
them - and see that they are very much alive. But my pet is 
staying right here, with me.” She flicks her hand, and dark 
tendrils extend and grab Warriors by the horrid collar, 
harshly dragging him over to Cia’s feet. He makes no sound 
as she runs her fingers through his damp hair, seemingly 
gentle, but Sky can see how she’s forcing him to keep his 
head lowered. He doesn’t want to leave Warriors alone with 
her, but he also needs to find out what state their friends 
are in. 


“Okay,” he agrees, glad he can’t see Warriors’ expression. 


There’s nothing | could do, really, to keep her away from 
him, but it was worth a try. 


I'm sorry, Wars. I'll come back. 


Sky expects Ghirahim to come and take him away to the 
cells, but the demon lord doesn’t appear. Instead, there is a 
large moblin - one from his world - who slings Sky over their 
Shoulder, careless of his injuries. He yelps as his leg is 
jostled, the pain distracting him from saying one last thing 
to Warriors, before he is marched down through dark, 
winding corridors. He tries to get a sense of direction, but 
it’s very difficult when he is being carried in such a way, and 
the corridor seems to twist and turn every few metres. 


After a point where Sky’s convinced the moblin is just 
walking in circles to confuse him, he’s finally set down, and 
immediately shifts all his weight to his right leg, certain the 
left won’t be able to take any of it. It leaves him leaning a 
little on the moblin, but they don’t seem to mind, only 
grunting in the way that their species often does. 


They grunt again, and Sky looks around him, his blood going 
cold as he takes in the sight. 


The moblin has brought him to a small block of cells - four, 
in total, all with thick heavy bars, stone walls and floor, and 
no windows. The only light comes from the torches on the 
walls, but it is enough to illuminate the scene before him - of 
painfully familiar figures in the cells, their features marred 
by darkness and injury. 


Sky hops forwards, grabbing the bars of the first cell to 
steady himself as he looks in at its occupants. Legend and 
Hyrule sit together, huddled close, but it is not their usual 
casual embrace. Legend leans heavily on Hyrule’s right 
shoulder, his eyes closed, a trail of blood carved down his 
face. His tunic is much darker than it should be, and the 
little skin that Sky can see is marked with purple bruises. 
Hyrule doesn’t look as bad, though much paler than normal, 
until Sky’s gaze drifts down and he gags, immediately 
turning away. 


Hyrule’s left arm ends in a bloodied stump, just before the 
wrist. 


Sky gags again, too horrified to cry. He knows he should turn 
back, should call out, do something to check his friends are 
okay, but he can’t bring himself to look again. Ashamed, he 
does nothing as the moblin hauls him to the next cell, and 
only looks up because someone whispers his name weakly. 


“ Sky? ” 


Wind is slumped against the far wall, a large gash across his 
forehead, and many smaller knife-wounds dancing up his 
exposed arms. 


“Yeah, Wind, i-it’s me,” Sky manages to Say. 


“You shouldn’t be here,” Wind mumbles, “Supposed to be 
with the birds... up with the birds and the clouds and the 
sun, heh...” 


“Hold on, Wind, I'll figure this out, we’ll all get through this-” 
“Four won't,” Wind interrupts. 


Sky suddenly notices the other person in the cell - or rather, 
the mangled mess that barely resembles a hylian. There are 
cracks all over the skin, gaping holes that expose muscle 
and bone in places, and the scraps of multicoloured fabric 
are all that identify the body as belonging to their smallest 
member. He would call it a corpse, except for the peeling 
Skin on the chest that exposes a lung, still expanding and 
contracting with feeble breaths. 


This time, Sky does vomit, the foul liquid splattering on the 
moblin’s feet. He gasps, almost choking on the bile as he 
doubles over, losing his balance and almost falling into his 
waste, if it wasn’t for the moblin grabbing his upper arm and 
dragging him away, over to the third cell. He shakes his 
head, trying to turn away, but he is weak and the moblin 
easily forces him to look upon the cell. Twilight and Time are 
there, huddled together much like Legend and Hyrule, and 
with less bloody wounds. Upon a closer look, Twilight's 
fingers are purple and weeping, his nails all gone, and there 
is too much blood around his mouth to be healthy. He clings 
to Time like a wounded animal - Time, who now has red 


running through both his closed eyes - and they stay there 
in silence, neither acknowledging Sky's presence. 


There's a lot of small, white shapes dotted across the cell 
floor, and Sky wishes he is wrong in identifying them, but 
Twilight shifts and moans and exposes his bleeding gums. 


Sky doubles over again, but his stomach has nothing left to 
give. 


Legend and Wind are hurt, Hyrule's lost a hand, Time is 
blind, Four's almost dead, Twilight's lost his nails and teeth - 
oh, goddess, how has it come to this? How have you let this 
happen? 


Tears stream down Sky's face as the moblin carries him into 
the fourth and final cell, chaining his wrists to the wall 
before leaving him alone with the final hero. 


Wild. 


Thankfully, Wild does not seem to have any severe injuries. 
His scars look less like healed wounds, and more like fresh 
burns again, but Sky can't see any blood. The teen's eyes 
are dark, yet not misted with pain. 


"Are you Okay?" Sky asks, his voice rough. 
Wild shrugs. ‘Ears hurt. Loud screams,' he signs. 


Sky grimaces, the painful sound of Warriors' screams still 
fresh in his mind. 


"We'll be okay," he says, "We'll get out of this. All of us." 


Wild shrugs again, and Sky doesn't fault him for not 
believing. He doesn't really think they'll all make it out, not 


after seeing the state of Twilight - and Hyrule - and Four - 
but he has to keep hoping. 


All of them have survived impossible situations before. They 
can do it again. 


(They have to do it again.) 


Wild coughs, and Sky turns to see him sign, 'Wish you 
weren't here. ' 


"Well, me too, but-" 
‘Thought you were safe. You and battle. ' 


Battle? Sky's not sure what Wild means - maybe he's 
misinterpreting it. 


“They targeted Warriors and | specifically, we were never 
safe," Sky says glumly. 


Wild frowns. 'Hurt the sky?’ 
"What?" 
He repeats the signs again, slower. 'You hurt the sky?' 


"Did | hurt the - oh, do you mean, am | hurt..." Sky trails off, 
realising something. 


Wild's using the sign for 'the sky', when he likely means 
‘Sky’. But his name-sign is 'bird', then a swooping motion 
and the letter 'S' - different from his original name-sign, 
which ends in'L'. 


His changed name-sign is one that he and Wild decided on, 
back when they first met. 


This isn't right. 


"I'm not too badly hurt," Sky lies, "It's nothing a Great Fairy 
couldn't fix, anyway." 


Wild smiles. 


"Ah, I'd love to see the Great Fairies of your world again. 
Especially the one by Kakariko - Mipha, isn't that her name?" 


Wild nods. 'Like to see her again, too.' 


Sky smiles, but it's fake. They all Know who Mipha is - the 
zora princess, not a Great Fairy - and that it is Cotera who 
resides by Kakariko. The team of heroes have visited her a 
couple of times. 


Wild would never get this so wrong. 


Sky's fingers drum on the stone floor, and it's loose beneath 
him, a decent-sized chunk breaking off in his hand. 


"Sorry about this," he says, and throws the stone at Wild's 
head. 


It passes straight through him, and the teen dissolves into 
wisps of purple and black. 


"IIlusions," Sky mutters, "Illusions and magic, of course..." 
He struggles to his feet - or rather, his one good foot - and 
hobbles as far as the chains allow him, peering out at the 
other prisoners, recalling all the details that aren't quite 
right. 


Twilight's hair is as it was when they met him, not the length 
he's allowed it to grow out to. 


Hyrule and Legend are both thinner, showing no sign of 
their benefit from having decent meals every day. 


Wind is shorter, the teen also not showing any signs of his 
growth. 


"They're all fake," Sky whispers, then yells, "You're all 
FAKE!" 


He laughs then, wildly, spiralling out of control, until 
suddenly he's on the floor again and crying and laughing at 
once. 


They're fake, all fake, the injuries are fake, they're not here, 
they're not here - 


Oh sweet goddess... They're not here. 
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injuries I've ever written, but I'm oddly proud of it. Not 
gonna question whether that is good thing or bad thing, 
this far into the fic XD 


I've only got one more chapter fully written for this fic, 
so I'm going to try and write more soon - don't want to 
post again until I've got some more written, incase 
anything needs changing. 


Though | was considering writing a couple of (probably 
Shorter) chapters, from our villains' perspectives.... 


What do you think? 


Thank you so very much for reading!!! 


11. Diamonds 


Summary for the Chapter: 
The truth is out. It's time to go back to the beginning. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


You all wanted to know what really happened to the 
other heroes... well, to do that, we have to go back in 
time :) 


Legend groans as he tries to get up off the ground, his head 
spinning, and an uncomfortable yet familiar nausea in his 
stomach. The smallest of motion makes his vision white out, 
so he resides to lying down just a little longer. 


"Welcome to my Hyrule!" Warriors exclaims, far too 
cheerful. 


It makes Legend's head pound. 


"No monsters round here, my _ friend," the Captain 
continues,"Our war was fought and won. We are in a time of 
peace, now." 

"Finally," Legend grumbles, "Opportunity to actually relax 
for once." 


An blue-gloved hand comes into his narrowed vision, and he 
takes it reluctantly, letting the Captain pull him to his feet. 
Legend doesn't bother grunting out a thank you, instead 
turning his attention to Hyrule. The traveller's eyes are a 
little glazed, his face tight with the pain of the headache 
their world-switching has likely caused. Legend lets Hyrule 
lean heavily on him, as they both try to catch their breath 
and clear their vision. 


"We should head to the castle," Time declares then, "I know 
this is a time of peace, but it would be best to speak to 
Artemis and determine if there has been any unusual 
activity." 

"That's a good plan," Warriors agrees, "Right, this way to the 
castle-" 

"Well no duh," Legend grumbles. The castle is the clearest 
thing he can see; the universe was kind to them, for once, 
and dumped them off rather close to it. 


No-one comments on his bad mood, used to it as they are, 
and they sent off, Warriors taking the lead. Hyrule slips his 
hand into Legend's, and the veteran can't help but relax a 
little at the comforting touch. 


"Are we heading straight to the castle?" Hyrule whispers, "or 
do you think we might be able to explore the town a little?" 


"Heh, always want to explore, don't you?" 


Hyrule opens his mouth to protest, but suddenly the group 
halt, as a sudden darkness descends on the front of their 
pack. Legend immediately draws his sword and runs 
forward, to see a glistening barrier of black and orange 
diamonds separating them from Warriors. Wild hits the 
barrier, and groans as his sword breaks upon impact. 


"What's happening?" Wind yells. 


"Some sort of dark magic," Legend guesses. There's 
something strange about the barrier, something dark and 
ancient, but he's never encountered anything quite like it. 


"We have to find a way around it," Wind exclaims, "Warriors 
is in danger!" 


Time nods and starts walking, Four's unconscious body 
slung over his shoulder. Legend and Hyrule follow, expecting 
to circle around the barrier, but it just seems to keep going, 
no matter which way they go. 


They're completely cut off from Warriors. 


Wind is starting to panic, and Twilight rests his hand on the 
youngest's shoulder. 


"It will be okay, we'll figure this out," he soothes, "Sky, do 
you want to try hitting the barrier with the Master Sword?" 


No response. 

"Sky?" 

Legend looks around and does a headcount. Hyrule beside 
him, Time and Four, Twilight with Wind - that’s six - Wild is 
hitting the barrier with another weapon, that's seven - 


Warriors is behind the barrier - eight. 


"Did anyone see Sky?" Legend asks, trying to keep his voice 
steady. 


Twilight pales. "He passed me, | think he wanted to speak to 
Wars - oh, spirits -" 


The barrier shudders, then, and Wild hits it again, the club in 
his hand breaking into shattered light. 


"It's working!" Wind exclaims. 


Legend stares as the barrier shudders again, then dissolves 
with a loud chime, letting them see the castle again. 


But there is nothing else - only the open fields, and the 
castle in the distance. 


No Warriors. 

No Sky. 

"Where did they go?" 
“How is that possible?" 
"Dark magic..." 


"It wasn't the same as the portals that brought us together, 
was it?" 


"I've never seen anything like it-" 
"Shut up!" Legend yells. 


The heroes all fall silent, looking varying degrees of 
offended. 


Legend sighs and rubs his forehead. "Listen, we should just 
go to the castle as planned, right? Obviously the goddess 
can't give us a damn break, so best to just speak to 
whoever has authority around here." 


They all nod, to Legend's bafflement. He expects someone 
to comment about him actually being sensible for once - 
wow you actually do have a brain, vet - then he remembers 
that only Warriors and Four jest with him in such a way, and 
one is missing, the other still unconscious. 


The heroes resume their journey in an uncomfortable 
silence, no-one knowing what to say. In another time, 
Legend would've admired the open beauty of Warriors’ 
Hyrule, but his headache is now one of worry, not just the 


pain of changing worlds. He and Warriors argue a lot, sure, 
but it's mostly banter, and they've grown to care for each 
other. 


Legend doesn't want to admit it, but the slight trembling in 
his hands already betrays his emotions to Hyrule. 


He's scared. 


Legend is scared, for Sky, for Warriors. He doesn't like the 
way that dark magic felt, doesn't understand why it 
suddenly happened in a supposedly peaceful land, doesn't 
know why Sky got caught up in it all, too. 


He has a sinking feeling it's more than just a 'wrong place, 
wrong time' situation. 


They make it to the castle town pretty quickly, and get a 
few strange looks - unsurprising, as they're all armed to the 
teeth - but no-one moves to stop them, until they reach the 
castle gates. 


"Halt, strangers! State your business," one of the guards 
Says. 


Legend scoots behind Twilight subtly; it's a petty fear, but 
he still doesn't like, or trust, royal guards. 


"Greetings," Time says smoothly, "We were travelling with 
our friend, Link the hero, when we were attacked, and he 
was taken. So now we wish to speak with Her Majesty, 
regarding this." 


"You are friends of Link's?" the guard asks. 


"Yas, ul 


The guards turn and mutter to each other, and Legend shifts 
his weight from foot to foot, growing increasingly agitated. A 
woman approaches then, slim but muscular, and speaks 
with the guards for a moment before she stands before 
Time. 


"Hello, Impa," he greets. 


She doesn't smile. "How can you prove you are friends of 
Link's, when he's not in your company?" 


"We've been travelling with him, but then he disappeared, 
along with our friend Sky," Twilight steps up to explain, 
leaving Legend exposed again. He promptly side-steps to be 
behind Wild. 


Impa looks like she's about to argue, but Time takes his 
ocarina off his belt, and silently holds it out to her. She 
stares at the instrument, then to his face, back and forth a 
Short while. 


"Is it really you?" she murmurs. 
"Yes. | had a growth spurt," he remarks, and Impa chuckles. 


"Let them through," she says to the guards. They step aside, 
and the grand gate opens, allowing the heroes entrance. 
Four finally stirs as they walk in, and Time pauses to set the 
younger down. 


"Ugh... what happened? Did we switch again?" Four groans, 
clutching his head. 


"Yes, and we're going to talk to this world's Zelda. I'll fill you 
in then," answers Time. 


Impa leads them into the castle, Time walking beside her, 
and the rest of the group fall into pairs - Four and Wind, 
Twilight and Wild, Hyrule and Legend. The latter keeps his 
head down and eyes forward, fiddling with his rings in an 
effort to keep calm. He just needs to stick around long 
enough for them to formulate some sort of plan, figure out 
what exactly happened to Warriors and Sky, and then he's 
getting the hell out of this castle. 


The Zelda of this world is not a princess, but a queen, and 
she is as regal as expected. There is a sorrow in her eyes as 
Time explains the situation, and it hardens _ into 
determination. 


"We will find him, | promise," Artemis says strongly, "The 
magic you describe sounds familiar, like one of our old 
enemies from the war. | will consult with my guard, and you 
may stay if you wish, but please, not all. You should take a 
moment to recuperate, we have many guest rooms that you 
are welcome to use." 


"Thank you," Time smiles and bows his head slightly, then 
turns to the group. "I will stay. You should all get some rest, 
especially you, Four." 


One by one, the heroes give their thanks to both Time and 
Artemis before leaving. Twilight carries Four, who is still 
weak and unsteady on his feet. Legend hesitates, though, 
and soon he is the last one, aside from Time. He really hates 
being here, in a castle like this... but he's also really worried 
for his friends, and especially Warriors, who he feels was the 
primary target, not Sky. It would be too selfish of him to 
leave, especially as he has the most experiences of 
adventures, and has more sensitivity to magic than all but 
Hyrule. 


Artemis gathers around a table with them, and they are 
joined by Impa, a couple of knights, and a blue-haired 
woman, Lana, who reeks of magic. It's a little familiar, but 
doesn't quite match the darkness that Legend felt around 
the barrier. 


The veteran is quick to voice his opinion, once everyone is 
caught up on the situation. 


"This is likely the work of magicians or sorcerers, anyone 
would could use dark magic," he says. 


Lana gasps, and Artemis’ eyes narrow, but Impa speaks up 
first. 


"You said sorcerers... do you think there is more than one at 
work?" 


Legend shrugs. "It seemed like there was two different 
magics on the barrier, one stronger than the other. Almost 
like a sorcerer was assisting another sorcerer." 


"Or a demon," remarks Artemis, her expression grim. 
"Diamonds, you said, yes?" 


"It was a barrier of orange and black diamonds, yes," Time 
affirms. 


“That sounds very much like Ghirahim. Diamonds are a 
symbol of his, and he has no love for Link." 


"Ghirahim? | don't recall him," says Time. 


"We kept you away from him, and for good reason. He was a 
creep," Impa states. 


Legend is confused - does Time know them? But how? This 
is Warriors' Hyrule! "| had a growth spurt", he said. Did he 
come here when he was younger, perhaps? 


"Ghirahim came from another era, where Link travelled to - 
Skyloft, | think it was called," Artemis explains. 


Legend's confusion grows. Skyloft, that's where Sky's from... 
how much has Warriors hidden from us? 


Then something occurs to him, and he glances at Time, to 
see his expression mirrored in the man's eye. 


"If this Ghirahim is from Skyloft-" 

"-he likely has a personal history with Sky-" 

"-which means that Sky's disappearance wasn't by chance-" 
"-he wanted to take Sky as well-" 


"-So it's even more important we work to track them down 
and get them back," Legend finishes. 


"Hylia dammit," mutters Artemis. 


"Do we have any leads?" asks Time, beginning to pace, 
"Anything at all on Ghirahim, any sightings-" 


"| Know who is behind all this," Lana sighs heavily, 
interrupting him. 


"You do?" 


"Yes. | really wish it wasn't the case, | thought she was gone, 
but... this magic you speak of, I've sensed it growing." 


"Lana," Impa_ practically hisses, "Why didn't you say 
anything?" 


"| wasn't sure! I've felt disturbances with dark magic before, 
it doesn't always mean it's her" 


"But you're certain now?" Impa presses. 
Lana nods slowly. "Yes. I'm sorry, but... it's definitely her." 
"Who?" asks Legend, "Who is this 'her?" 


"The sorceress who started the war that made Link a hero. 
Her name is Cia." 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Yes, the others are all okay... for now :) 


| wasn't intending for Legend to take centre stage, but 
he did, he completely stole this chapter and | just let 
him run away with it XD 


Sorry for the wait for this chapter! | wanted to finish up 
Not A Hero first (which | have done now). The next 
couple of chapters are almost done though! In fact, next 
chapter will actually be from the perspective of one of 
our villains >:) 


Thank you so much for reading! :D | really appreciate all 
your comments & kudos & support!! 


12. Potions 


Notes for the Chapter: 
As promised, this is a villain's POV chapter! 


But please take extreme caution with reading, because 
the villain is Cia and she is... well, if you're this far in the 
story, you know what she's like. 


Cia gazes at the shattered man in her arms, a satisfied 
smile on her face as she runs her fingers through his sweat- 
and-blood-streaked hair. 


"So. You finally broke him," Ghirahim remarks, sauntering 
into the cell. 


She feels her pet twitch under her hand, his breath 
quickening. 


"It seems | did, at last," she agrees,"He is completely mine, 
now." 


Her hand tightens in his hair, then she pulls him up, 
exposing his tear-stained face. 


Cia smiles at the sight, and Ghirahim laughs. 


"How beautiful it is, to see a hero reduced to this! I'm going 
to have to up my game with the Skychild, | think. Soon, he 
will be broken and crying in my arms, just like you." He 
gestures and smiles cruelly at her pet, who flinches and 
tries to look away from the demon lord. 


Cia frowns, already irritated by Ghirahim's brief presence. 
She wants to be alone with her pet, especially now that he 


has broken. 


"Well, go and terrorise him then, he's with the others," she 
Snaps. 


"Fine, fine," Ghirahim rolls his eyes, then adds, "Oh, you're 
welcome, by the way, for my efforts in physically breaking 
him." 


"Go!" she yells. The demon lord huffs, but spins on his heel 
and disappears in a chime of diamonds. Cia is fully aware of 
how her pet lets out a sigh of relief, then winces at the pain. 
Interesting. And now, she has him all to herself! 


Her nose wrinkles then, catching the unpleasant smell of the 
wounds and poisons and other stenches that pollute the 
cell. No, she can't enjoy her time with her pet here. 


“Come on, time to go elsewhere. This cell really stinks," she 
remarks. He doesn't attempt a response, and she twists her 
hands, binding him with tendrils of dark magic before 
teleporting them back to her quarters. She releases him on 
top of a large cushion that she'd prepared, and he collapses 
completely, his limbs trembling and weak thanks to a little 
something she slipped into his healing potion. Most of the 
injuries, especially the various broken bones, will not be 
healed by so weak a potion, and she will need to get him 
fixed up at some point. But for now... well, Cia quite likes 
seeing him all bruised and battered, her precious hero 
defeated and reduced to nothing but a pet, a puppet in her 


grasp. 


He is in much pain, as well, but she'll use that to her 
advantage, as she always does. 


For now, she sits back and observes his laboured breathing, 
smiling as he starts to become aware of his surroundings. 


Eyes that were once so bright, now a dull blue, glance 
around with much caution, but do not settle anywhere. His 
left hand reaches down and brushes the mark - her mark - 
on his bruised stomach, still sluggishly bleeding, and he 
pulls his fingers away quickly, no doubt from the pain of it. 
He then tries to sit himself up, his one good arm straining 
and failing thanks to her potion. 


There is very little strength, of any kind, left in him, and his 
weakness is beautiful to observe. 


Cia wants very much to play with him, but she decides 
instead to leave him for a bit, letting his confusion grow and 
strength wane. She also needs to allow his fragile mind time 
to recover after his breakdown; after all, it is no fun to if her 
pet is completely broken. She wants him to at least be 
aware of everything she does to him. 


He's clearly exhausted, no longer bothering to try and 
move, instead sinking into the soft cushion, his delicate 
eyelids fluttering closed, as his body succumbs to the pull of 
sleep. Cia observes him, like a predator would their prey, 
her eyes drinking in everything about him. It's very nice to 
see him at her feet, but she has a higher plan for him. 


As with any of her plans, it requires preparation, and that is 
partly why she's brought her pet with her, rather than 
leaving him in that rotten cell. She needs to test a few 
things first, and it's so much easier if he's nearby. Besides, 
the other hero was getting rather irritating; she hopes that 
Ghirahim will succeed in his quest to break him. 


Especially as he was the first Link to choose Zelda, and start 
that dreadful cycle. 


Cia crouches down to run her hands through her pet's 
ragged golden hair, then pinches and pulls a couple of 


strands out. She takes a moment to appreciate how 
peaceful he looks in sleep, no emotions at all on his pretty 
face. Then she stands, taking the hairs over to her cauldron 
on the other side of the room, where a potion is already 
brewing. One of the hairs is added, sealing the target of this 
magic concoction, and the others are set aside for later. 


She steps back and lets the potion simmer, now time to play 
the waiting game. It is a game that she is an expert at, so it 
is of no bother to her; patience is one of the few virtues that 
she possesses. Her test subject isn't ready anyway, even if 
the potion could be brewed quickly. 


Now most would find it boring, to observe those that sleep, 
but Cia is not like most people. She is content to alternate 
between watching him and her potion, the time passing ata 
pace which is good for her. 


Eventually the potion bubbles, turning a unique shade of 
pink, and Cia scoops some into a bottle. She turns to her 
pet, and smiles when she sees him stirring. 


“Perfect timing,” she coos, crouching down beside him. 


He groans, eyes fluttering open, dim and hopeless. She 
reaches out and traces the bags beneath them, ugly marks 
on an otherwise-flawless face. 


He doesn’t have the energy to flinch away from her touch. 


“Come on, sit up,” she says, “I’ve made a potion for you, it 
will make you better.” 


He moves to push himself up, hissing as he accidentally 
puts pressure on his broken arm. Cia tuts, and uses her dark 
magic to pull him upright into a sitting position, rolling her 
eyes at the pathetic wheezes he makes. 


“Drink up, pet,” she commands, pressing the bottle to his 
lips. His eyes are barely open, and she wanders if he’s going 
to pass out again, but he stays awake enough to drink the 
potion. 


“Good boy,” she whispers, once the bottle is empty, and 
gently kisses his forehead. It’s a little hot to touch, but she 
doesn’t think much of it. Instead she sits back and eagerly 
awaits the effects of the potion. 


Gradually he wakes fully, and, as is the natural response, 
tries to move. She sees it in his strained expression, the way 
he stares at his hands, as if expecting them to respond. 
After a few minutes, his eyes flicker up to look at her, 
confusion swirling in their depths. 


“Don’t worry, pet. Everything seems to be working just as | 
planned!” Cia smiles and lifts his arm, giggling as she 
releases the limb and it flops, lifeless. 


“You have your knight to thank for this, partly. The poison 
worked so very well on him... | only had to change a few 
ingredients, make sure it wouldn’t kill you, and now here we 
are!” 


“Nnn...” He almost tries to speak, but she quickly places her 
finger over his lips. 


“None of that now. You should be grateful, I've made you 
into a perfect, living doll! Well, not completely perfect,” she 
frowns at the broken limb, and the angry bruises, “but those 
flaws will fade in time.” 


She can see him beginning to panic, and her smile grows 
cruel. 


“Oh, | forgot to say as well. It’s been more than the seven 
days agreed... but, well, that agreement is completely null 
and void. Considering...” 


She leans in closer, her lips brushing against his ear, “1 
never had your heroes in the first place.” 


She pulls back just enough to see his eyes widen, a flurry of 
emotions flickering through them - anger, confusion, relief, 
and finally settling on the deepest despair. 


“That’s right, pet. You gave yourself to me, all for nothing...” 


Her fingers twist, tendrils of dark magic surging out and 
wrapping around his limp body, ready to take him to the 
special place she has prepared. 


“And so, you will now be staying with me... forever.” 
Notes for the Chapter: 


hucd bd panting eat 


Next chapter... we're still not back to our heroes. Nope, 
it's time for the other villain to shine! 


Thanks so much for reading!!! 


13. Deals 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Thank you all so much! 200+ kudos? Wow! this fic has 
more love than | thought, I'm so grateful to each and 
everyone who's reading this <3 


Time for our next villain chapter! And... well, this isn't 
going to go the way you think. 


Ghirahim reforms in the corridor with a pleasant chime, but 
no-one views his entrance except a stupid moblin guard. He 
sighs, then saunters down to the cells where Cia has 
banished his Skychild. He's rather irritated at the witch for 
interfering, but now she's broken the soldier, perhaps she 
will leave him alone with his charge. 


Pity that the soldier broke so soon. Ghirahim wanted to 
spend more time with him, make him pay for the demon 
lord having to suffer another war. 


He barely glances in the cells containing the illusions of the 
heroes; though he is curious, they are all so marred and 
gory that he cannot determine what they are supposed to 
look like. The witch's illusions are very powerful, and brutal 
to behold. So he is a little surprised when he sees the 
smokey remains of an illusion in the final cell, accompanying 
the one he both loves and loathes to see. 


The Skychild is crumpled on the floor, no doubt aggravating 
his various injuries, but he seems too out of his mind to 
care, screaming and crying and laughing like a madman. 


Ghirahim stops in his tracks, rather disturbed, and 
irritatingly concerned. He doesn't care for the Skychild, of 


course not, but... he doesn't want his charge to be 
completely broken, either. That does not fit well with his 
plans, at all. 


He walks straight through the bars, and scowls down at the 
pathetic mess. 


"Stop this," he snaps, "You're better than this, Skychild." 


"Not here," the Skychild is muttering, "not here, not here, 
not here.... None of this, none of this is real, no-one's here - 
oh, goddess, is Warriors even here... is he fake too? Is this 
all fake?" 


He screams the last question, and Ghirahim winces at the 
Shrillness. 


"Skychild. Stop," he commands. Dazed blue eyes flicker up 
to his, some of the madness retreating. 


"Ghirahim?" the Skychild murmurs, then frowns and shakes 
his head, "No, no, you're just another illusion, you're not 
real-" 


"Quite frankly | am offended that you think me to be an 
illusion. This beauty cannot be created by mere magic," 
Ghirahim retorts. 


The eyes grow clearer, and breathing evens out, though it is 
still heavy. 


"Oh. It /s you." 


"Yes of course it's me, silly Skychild. Now, | am not here to 
torment you - | am here to talk." 


"Yeah right," the Skychild scoffs, and looks away. "You're 
here to mock, or to hurt me again." 


"On the contrary, | have no desire to hurt you. | may have 
been cruel, but | was simply playing my part." 


"You can't tell me-" the Skychild breaks off to cough weakly, 
his pained expression morphing back into a frown, "-that all 
of this was just an act." He gestures to the healing burns on 
his arms. 


Ghirahim huffs. "Well, not all of it. | won't deny that | did 
desire some revenge against you. After all you did to thwart 
me, the ruins that you left me in..." He darts behind, smiling 
as the Skychild shuffles around to face him again. 


“But | had my revenge. And now, my goal has changed." 
"Your... goal?" 


"Yes, my goal." Ghirahim crouches down and reaches out a 
gloved hand to caress the bruised cheek, but the Skychild 
flinches back. 


"Don't touch me," he hisses. 


"No-one else will help you in this place," Ghirahim snaps 
back, "At least let me touch you to sort out these injuries. 
You're no use to me dead." 


"Gee, thanks," his charge drawls, and the demon lord 
scowls. Spending time with other heroes, in particular that 
blasted Hero of Legend, has not improved his Skychild's 
personality. Still, he doesn't try and move away as Ghirahim 
removes the bandage on his leg, and applies a healing salve 
to the stab wound. He supposes that he should explain 


more, whilst he works; after all, he cannot get the Skychild's 
help, without explaining the situation first. 


"You must be wondering why | am stooping so low to do 
this," Ghirahim starts, "Truth is, | need your help." 


"I'm not going to do anything against my friends," the 
Skychild answers quickly. 


Ghirahim sighs, exasperated. "Let me speak first! And this 
doesn't involve any of your pathetic little hero friends. No, 
this is between us, and maybe that annoying sorceress as 
well. Don't say her name," he adds quickly, as the Skychild 
opens his mouth. 


"Aren't you working with her?" 


"| was, but only for a short time. When we met, | was 
vulnerable," he confesses, "It was very soon after my 
master was defeated. | was barely alive, thanks to you." 


He doesn't bother to control the coldness that seeps into his 
tone, but observes how the Skychild winces a little. 


"| was looking for - well, it doesn't matter now. Soon after, | 
was thrust into another war, another time, and found myself 
forming a fragile alliance with the sorceress. When the hero 
and his odd band of soldiers finally took the victory, | 
retreated and tried to find a way back to Skyloft, to our 
time. But | was too late. There were gateways open to other 
worlds and times, but none to so far in the past. 


"| wandered these still-foreign, war-torn lands, full of rage 
and hatred and confusion. Once again, | was vulnerable, and 
so when | found her, | fell prey to a horrible weakness. She 
was terribly injured after the final battle, believed to be 
dead, as | was. And in that moment of weakness, | healed 


her. But my magic is dark, and though it can heal wounds, it 
can have other consequences." 


As he speaks, his fingers dance over the burns, clearing any 
hint of infection and leaving behind pinkish scars. The 
Skychild now realises what is happening, and tries to pull 
back, but Ghirahim has a strong grip on his arm. 


"Don't worry, Skychild. My magic can only bring existing 
darkness to the surface, and I'm sure there's none of that in 
your pure heart." 


He doesn't relax, but stops trying to pull away. 


Ghirahim continues, "Unfortunately, there was much 
darkness in her, and it took over. She was already crazy in 
her obsession, and it worsened after her recovery. Her sole 
purpose was to obtain the hero." 


"Why did you stay with her?" the Skychild asks softly. 


He sighs. "Because she promised that if | helped her, then 
she would help me - to find a way to return to my time. It 
was a fool's agreement, but | could see no other option. 
Until you." 


The Skychild's eyes have lost some of their madness, and 
are brighter, curious. "Until me? What do you mean?" 


Brighter in terms of light, but not intelligence, it seems. 


"You heroes are travelling through worlds with ease. All | 
want is to stay with you, until we return to our world. Then | 
will leave you be - and your precious goddess as well. | 
simply wish to return to where | am supposed to be," he 
says, without a hint of a lie. The Skychild will sense any 
dishonesty, he is sure of it. 


"You're not exactly subtle," his charge decides to point out. 


"Have you forgotten? | am a sword. My blade may be 
damaged, but it exists still - and the sorceress is keeping it. 
So here is my deal." 


Ghirahim leans closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. 


"You fetch my sword and take me with you, at least until we 
return to our time. And in return, | will help you to escape." 


"And Warriors," the Skychild immediately says, "I'm not 
leaving him here, not with her. We all need to get out of 
here. All... all three of us." 


Ghirahim leans back. "That complicates things." 


"| don't care," the Skychild retorts hotly, "I'm leaving with 
him, or not at all. You hurt him, you broke him, so you do not 
have the right to dictate his worth. He is my brother, and | 
won't even consider your offer unless you can swear to me, 
that he is our first priority. Wars isn't going to last much 
longer in this cursed place. He needs to get out first." 


The Skychild's eyes blaze, the love for his fellow hero such a 
clear blue fire. Ghirahim almost regrets hurting the soldier 
so badly, now that he has to factor him in to their plans. 
Still, it is not an unreasonable ask. And to deprive Cia of the 
one thing she has wanted so desperately... 


Well, Ghirahim would be lying if he said that thought didn't 
please him. 


A nice little piece of revenge indeed, against the woman 
who dragged him into another war. 


"Alright. We have a deal," Ghirahim says, "Though | believe 
you forgot something else that you shouldn't leave here. 
Don't worry - my sword is near her, | can sense it." 


"Fi," the Skychild gasps, "Yes, we need to take her too - wait, 
you accept?" 


"/ made the deal, Skychild," Ghirahim rolls his eyes, and 
flicks his hair back, deliberately dramatising his 
exasperation. "But, yes, | agree to your little demands. Now, 
you need to rest up." 


He's behind his charge before the Skychild can even blink, 
and leans forward to wrap his arms around the hero's soft 
chest. 


"Sleep well, Skychild," Ghirahim whispers, "We'll make our 
move, the day after tomorrow." 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Tee ae Pests 


| hoped to give Ghirahim more depth with this chapter, 
and got a little carried away. But I'm excited to say that 
I've written a couple more chapters now, and where this 
story is going... mhmm well I'm very pleased >;) 


I'm not sure how many more chapters tbh, but the story 
definitely isn't coming to a close anytime soon. My ideas 
for the sequel keep growing as well, so we're not going 
anywhere XD 


Thank you so very much for reading! :D Next chapter, 
we're back with our heroes! 


14. Searches 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hey guys! I've been a little distracted with a new LU 
project, but | started writing more of this fic, and 
realised | had a couple chapters all written but not yet 
posted. And so, here is an overdue update! 


We're back with our heroes again, and Legend steals the 
stage. He is much too fun to write! 


| hope you enjoy! 
Legend has decided that he doesn't like Warriors’ Hyrule. 


His irritation does not stem from the fact that they keep 
encountering monsters every half hour, or the blue-haired 
lady that cheerily points out 'this must mean we're getting 
closer!' after each of the battles. No, it started from 
spending three days in that goddess-damned castle. 


Three. Whole. Days. 


Legend hates castles. But even more than that, he hates 
having to plan. What is the point in planning? Anything more 
than a pre-battle discussion of tactics is just unnecessary. 
Lana says she can track the evil sorceress' magic signature, 
and after that announcement at the meeting, Legend 
expects them to stock up on potions and get going. But for 
some reason, the 'adults' declare that they need to come up 
with a plan, the enemies they're facing are dangerous and 
cunning, blah blah blah. 


(‘Adults', he calls them, because even though he's been an 
adult himself for a few years now, there are a certain type 


who deem themselves older and more responsible, 
therefore assuming they can take command. They annoy 
him to no end.) 


He's not cross at Time, exactly, but he wishes that someone 
would at least /isten to his opinion. Legend is called a 
veteran for a reason; he's seen more than any of the other 
heroes, fought more foes than they can claim, including that 
dreaded Ganon himself - twice. 


Needless to say, Legend does not appreciate being 
dismissed from their planning meeting. 


He tries to stay, but he can only tolerate the presence of 
royals for a little time, before it becomes too suffocating. 
Instead, he ends up planning the only way he knows how - 
by preparation. Ensuring that they have more than enough 
potions, that weapons are sharp, that armour is mended. On 
the second day, he and Four stake out in the forge to take 
care of any repairs, both working in a comfortable silence. 
He can tell that the smaller hero is bothered by the wait as 
well. They're all used to reacting, to being thrust into 
situations and having to deal with what is in front of them at 
the time, not spending hours pouring over strategy and 
maps and tactics. 


Legend just wants to rescue his friends, and destroy anyone 
and everyone that stands between them. 


At last, they depart, their gaggle of heroes accompanied by 
Lana, Impa, and the queen herself, Artemis. 


(Legend gives her an especially wide berth. He's sure she's 
nice, he just doesn't want to spend any time in the close 
company of a royal.) 


Impa wanted to bring along some of the Hyrulean soldiers, 
but Time managed to dissuade her, as they decided that a 
smaller group would be better. 


Lana was confident at first to lead the way, but as the first 
sunset drew near, she started to doubt. 


And then a day passed. 
And another. 
And another. 


On the eighth day, Legend is at the end of his rope. If 
someone even breathes in his direction, he'll either scream 
in their face, or slap them, or both. Morale is low in their 
group, with the constant fights, barely having time to rest 
before they're upon another small cluster of monsters, and 
repeat. Repeat, repeat, repeat, until it's been days of 
wandering around, and it doesn't feel like they're any closer 
to saving their friends. 


Around midday, though, their luck finally shifts. 


Twilight spies it first; a temple in a valley, the unmistakable 
bitterness of dark magic and sorcery surrounding it. 


"This what we're looking for?" he asks Lana. 


"Yes! That's Cia's fortress!" she exclaims, looking a little too 
happy at that. 


"Great. Let's go!" Wind says, drawing his sword and 
stepping forward. 


"No, wait," Artemis interrupts, blocking his path, "We should 
rest." 


"Now? But we're so close!" Wind protests. 


Artemis starts to argue about them being tired, but Legend 
has had enough. 


"No!" he yells, startling everyone, "I'm not stopping now. 
Not here. Do you think that Warriors and Sky have had any 
rest? They're counting on us, we should've rescued them 
days ago, so let's just go and do that now!" 


"Alright," Artemis sighs, "I'm worried about Link too, | just 
don't want us to be caught off guard because of 
exhaustion." 


Oh, no-one is going to play that card with Legend. He 
doesn't need a good night's sleep to win a battle, thank you. 


"We won't be," he says fiercely. 
"Alright. Now, for the plan-" 
"No plan!" he snaps. 

Time frowns. "Legend-" 


"Oh, fine. Small plan - split up, find them, kick ass, get outta 
there." 


The women look like they're about to protest, but all of the 
heroes cheer and divide themselves into two groups, and 
set out towards the temple with no _ further words 
exchanged. 


As they draw closer, Legend sees Hyrule grimace at the 
increasing darkness in the air, and he soon feels it too. Even 
those who aren't sensitive to magic shudder and tighten 
their grips on their weapons. 


"What if we're too late?" Wind whispers, sticking close to 
Legend. 


"We won't be. Don't worry, sailor. They're strong. They'll be 
alright," he answers, trying to convince himself, as well as 
the younger. 


Just before the gates of the temple, they crouch down and 
Impa motions for them to stop. 


"Lana, you and Zelda should stay out here. She's likely to 
sense you, Lana, if you get too close - and we might need 
backup, too." 


Artemis frowns. "You can't keep me from this! You know 
what he means to me-" 


"| do, but | also need you to be safe. You're a warrior, Zelda, 
but you're also our queen. You cannot fall into the hands of 
darkness," Impa urges. 


"Fine," snaps Artemis. Lana doesn't look happy about the 
new arrangements either, but they don't dwell on it long. 


Time, Four, Hyrule and Impa head west, whilst Legend, 
Wind, Twilight and Wild sneak around the eastern wall, 
looking for any subtle way in. Wild darts ahead, and motions 
then to a weak spot in the wall that will lead directly into the 
temple, rather than into the gardens at the front. The teen 
brandishes his odd slate, and summons a glowing blue 
bomb. 


"Cub, wait!" Twilight hisses, but, true to his name, Wild 
detonates the bomb with a feral grin, and not a hint of care 
to the noise it made. 


"So much for being sneaky," Twilight sighs. 


"We're heroes, not ninjas," Wind says matter-of-factly, "We 
face the dangers head on!" 


With that said, he crawls through the newly made hole, 
before anyone can stop him. 


Twilight looks to Legend, his eyes pleading to have a 
sensible companion, but Legend just grins and crawls in 
after Wind. If the wolf-boy wanted serious company, he 
Should've gone with the other group. 


Inside, Legend ignites his fire rod, and strains against the 
dim light to make out anything. They're in a narrow 
passageway; what looks to be a store cupboard sits on the 
left wall, and slightly right ahead, there lies a stairway 
leading down. 


"This way," he says, and starts down the stairs. Experience 
tells him that they will end in the sorceress’ true lair, or 
some dungeons, or both. Enemies often like to hide out at 
the bottom of temples, unless they're oversized caterpillar- 
Snake things that prefer to be at the top of very tall towers. 


Ugh. Legend pushes aside those memories, and continues 
down. Eventually the stairs flatten out, revealing a corridor 
ahead with many doorways and paths leading off of it. 


"Great," he mutters. 


"Do you think there'll be a map lying around anywhere?" 
Wind asks hopefully. 


"No," answers Legend, blunt and truthful. 


"Do you have anything of Sky's or Warriors'?" Twilight 
whispers to Legend. 


"| don't think so." 


"Not even a potion bottle, any of their spare clothes... 
anything?" 


"Actually, now you mention it, | have a pair of Wars’ socks. 
They, uh...they needed stitching," Legend says awkwardly. 


Twilight looks even more awkward. "I, uh... can/sniffthem?" 
Legend blinks. "Can you what?" 


"You heard me!" he hisses, a light blush spreading across his 
cheeks. 


Legend cackles, but rummages in his bag and pulls out the 
socks. "Sure thing, Wo/fie." 


Twilight's blush deepens, but he sniffs the items deeply, 
then closes his eyes and turns his nose up. Legend is so 
going to tease him about this - later, when they're all out, 
and Warriors and Sky are safe. 


"We need to go back up,” Twilight announces quickly. 
"What? But | thought this was the way!" Wind exclaims. 


"Wars isn't down here. He was, but not anymore. Follow 
me," the wolf-boy commands. Wind looks like he's about to 
protest, but Legend shakes his head, and so the sailor 
follows after. Wild is next, then Legend brings up the rear 
this time. 


Twilight is quicker, more confident in the path they're taking 
than Legend was, strolling boldly down halls with brilliant 
red carpet, making no effort at all to hide. Well, he sticks to 
one wall more than the other, but they're not exactly being 


Subtle. If it was just Legend, he would merge into the wall 
and run ahead, but if there's one thing he's learnt in his 
most recent adventure, is that he needs to trust the others. 


And he trusts Twilight to not lead them astray - unlike Lana. 


Legend knows they're going the right way, as the presence 
of dark magic grows stronger with every step. Of course, the 
sorceress Is going to be with Warriors, maybe Sky as well. 


Of course this isn't going to be easy. 


(He's rather eager for a fight, though. Warriors hasn't 
spoken much about Cia, but Legend's dealt with sorcerers 
before. He can handle another.) 


Twilight slows down as they turn off down another corridor, 
and nods towards a set of grand doors. 


“Through there," he whispers. 


Great, that's the source of the suffocating darkness that 
Legend can feel. 


"Are you sure?" Wind asks, looking incredibly young for a 
moment. 


Twilight takes a deep breath. "I'm sure," he says on the 
exhale, face settling into a familiar determined expression. 
"Cub?" 


Wild grins, and happily throws another of his blue bombs at 
the ornate doors, blasting them clean off the hinges. 


As the smoke billows, the heroes burst into the room, 
swords and rods at the ready. Legend sticks close to Wind, 


whilst Twilight partners with Wild, as the four edge further 
into the room, seeing more as the smoke clears. 


Instantly, Legend wishes that there was more smoke. A 
woman is standing there, clearly the source of the dark 
magic, and wearing...well, it's easier to see what she /sn't 
wearing. Legend keeps his eyes up, meeting her gaze - red 
eyes set in tanned skin, though the structure of her face is 
oddly familiar. 


"Hello, heroes," she purrs, "How perfect of you to join me - 
especially as | just added the greatest masterpiece to my 
collection!" 


She gestures behind her, and Legend is drawn to the many 
pictures of Warriors framed on the wall - various outfits, 
locations, expressions, everything that points to the severe 
obsession that Lana had warned them about. In the centre 
of the wall is a model of the hero himself, though it is not 
quite true to life. The skin is too chalky and pale, the 
scarring on the arms is wrong, and the loose silk trousers 
are certainly not to Warriors’ fashion taste. 


Then Twilight gasps, and Legend looks a little closer. 
His heart plummets in his chest; that is no statue. 
Notes for the Chapter: 

Thank you so very much for reading! :D 


..All your questions will be answered in the upcoming 
chapters... | hope. 


A couple of you have asked when the sequel will be - 
well, we're not done with this fic yet! I'd estimate... at 
least 8 more chapters? Maybe more? | haven't 


completely decided on how this will end yet. One thing 
is for sure, we've definitely got more to come! (and | 
hope that is good news to you XD) 


Thanks again for reading! | hope the next update will 
come quicker! :) 


15. Footsteps 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Hey guys! Sorry it's been a little while. | haven't had the 
motivation or ideas for writing lately. But | had this 
chapter almost completely ready, so... here you go! 


Sky stirs, feeling rather stiff and dizzy. There's something 
warm beside him, and he snuggles into it on instinct, before 
the thing yelps and suddenly there's a stinging pain across 
his face. 


"What are you doing, Skychild?" 


Sky's eyes shoot open and he immediately bolts upright, 
scrambling away quickly before groaning as another wave 
of dizziness assaults him. His cheeks redden as he glares at 
the demon lord, who is crossing his arms and scowling. 


"lam not your cuddle-buddy, child," he snaps. 
Sky's face burns even more. "I- | wasn't trying to-!" 


"Oh shut up," Ghirahim sighs dramatically, "Now, if you're in 
the right state of mind, we must go. The witch will soon be 
distracted, | believe." 


Sky rubs his forehead, which is throbbing a bit, but the 
dizziness is fading. 


"I'm not sure | am in my right state of mind, agreeing to 
help you," he grumbles, but he doesn't mean it, not really. 
He can't remember much after uncovering Cia's illusion, 
only the deal that he struck with the demon lord. He doesn't 
feel sick, just a little annoyed from waking up so abruptly. 


After all, Sky has never been a morning person. 


Ghirahim snaps his fingers, and Sky's chains disappear. 
Then he just stands there with his arms folded until Sky has 
staggered up to his feet - or rather, foot. His left leg still 
aches, though the wound has been bandaged, he doesn't 
want to put any weight on it. 


"Come on," Ghirahim snaps, "You're not going to hop 
everywhere, are you?" 


Sky opens his mouth to protest, but he's cut off. 
"You really have grown soft, Skychild. Fine." 


With another overly dramatic sigh, he waves his hand and 
the bones snap back into place with a spike of pain. It 
quickly fades to a dull ache, and Sky tentatively puts his 
foot to the ground, relieved to find he can put weight on the 
leg again, though there is still pain with every step. 


“Thank you-" 


"You can thank me by getting my sword. Now, come on!" 
Ghirahim strides down past the illusion-filled cells, and Sky 
scrambles after, keeping his gaze fixed on the demon lord's 
neat white hair, and not the horrid visages surrounding 
them. The fake voices of his friends cry out to him but he 
clamps his hands over his ears, walking as fast as his leg 
will allow him. Only when he's out of the cell block and a 
good few metres away does he finally pull his hands away, 
and turn to the demon lord. 


"| must say, the witch's illusions there are rather clever-" 


"Don't," Sky interrupts, his voice shaking, "Please, don't. | 
don't want to be reminded of them." 


Something almost akin to concern flashes on Ghirahim's 
face, but he quickly schools his expression into his usual, 
lazy smirk. 


"Whatever, Skychild. Now, unfortunately we have to do this 
the o/d way - if | use my magic to teleport, then the witch 
will likely sense us. So you'd better pick up the pace." 


Sky huffs. "I'm going as fast as | can! And if I'm slow, it's 
your fault, for torturing me in the first place!" 


"Skychild-" 


"No, don't try and make excuses! | might have forgiven you, 
but I'm still annoyed, and you can't blame me for-" 


" Skychild-" 


"Yes, | do forgive you," Sky continues, and he means it - 
despite everything the demon continues to put him through, 
he's already forgiven him many times, and will do so again. 
He's about to explain when Ghirahim clamps his hand over 
Sky's mouth, with such force that he pushes the hero back 
against the wall. 


"Shut up," he hisses, "I'm trying to get you to shut up 
because there's something coming." 


Oh. 


Sky nods, and tries to wriggle away, but Ghirahim's hand is 
firmly keeping him in place. The hero's ears twitch as he 
picks up on the sound of footsteps, accompanied by hushed 
voices. As they draw closer, the voices become identifiable, 
and Sky's heart both aches and rejoices. 


They're okay! And they came for us! 


He tries again to move, reaching for Ghirahim's arm and 
trying to pry it away from his face, but the demon lord's 
hold is firm. 


",..dungeons this way?" Sky can hear one of them say - he 
thinks it's either Time or Twilight, from the accent. 


"| think so?" 

That's Hyrule. 

"We can check anyway, come on." 
Less of a drawl - yes, that's Time. 


Ghirahim still hasn't budged, so Sky decides to pay him 
back by licking the hand that is covering his mouth. 
Immediately the demon lord yelps and recoils in disgust, 
and Sky seizes the opportunity to yell, "Time! 'Rule!" 


"What are you doing?" Ghirahim hisses. 


"We have a better chance of getting out with them," Sky 
answers quickly, "So let me go, if you don't want to be seen 
as an enemy." 


Ghirahim rolls his eyes, but releases Sky and steps away 
just as a group of heroes round the corner. 


"Sky!" 


There's a colourful blur, then small arms wrap tightly around 
him, causing Sky to wince. But he soon smiles as he 
recognises Four, who pulls back as quickly as_ he'd 
embraced him, the younger's eyes a soft, shining red. 


"You're okay!" Hyrule exclaims, then his gaze darts over 
Sky's body, resting particularly on the various bandages. 


"No - you're hurt-!" 


"I'm alright for now," Sky says, and manages a smile even 
as he feels his eyes becoming damp. He pulls Four closer, 
hugging the shortest hero and taking a moment to thank 
Hylia that he is here, in one piece, no trace of any of the 
horrific injuries in that illusion. He reaches for Hyrule's left 
hand, too, tracing the glove that he always wears, feeling 
the limb whole and attached to its owner. 


"But you are hurt," Hyrule protests, gently turning over 
Sky's hand and exposing the healing burns. 


"Not enough to warrant anything," Sky says firmly, pulling 
his hand away and stepping back, "You need to save your 
energy and your magic, 'Rule. Wars will need it more than 
me." 


"Warriors!" Time exclaims, "Do you know where he is?" 
"| do," Ghirahim says casually. 


Time's eye widens upon seeing him, and the fourth member 
of the group - a Sheikah woman who looks remarkably like 
Sun's Impa - swiftly darts forward, brandishing a giant 
sword. 


"Demon!" she cries, "Get away from him!" 


Sky instinctively moves in front of Ghirahim, much to 
everyone's surprise, including his own. But the hero doesn't 
falter, ignoring the sting in his leg as he keeps a firm stance. 


"No. He's with me," he says firmly. 


"But - Sky, didn't he take you and Wars? | recognise the 
magic signature," Hyrule whispers. 


"It's a long story, but just know that he and | have struck a 
deal. At least for now, he's with us." 


"Skychild," Ghirahim hisses in his ear, "I didn't agree to work 
with your heroic little friends, it was between us." 


"Well they're here now, and we need all the help we can get 
to save Wars, so | suggest that you do for now," Sky retorts, 
in an equally quick and quiet tone. 


For a moment the demon lord continues to glare at the 
Sheikah, before the woman sighs and lowers her sword. 


"Very well. But if he betrays us, | will not hesitate to end him 
- or you," she adds, glaring at Sky. 


He nods tightly. 
"So which way?" Time asks, locking gazes with Ghirahim. 


"He's with the witch, | believe, and she is upstairs. But | 
don't want to go upstairs," he adds, giving Sky a rather 
pointed look. 


Of course, the swords... 


"We'll find Warriors, then you and | can separate and 
retrieve my gear," Sky suggests quickly. 


"Fine," Ghirahim huffs, then turns back to the group, "Follow 
me. And stay quiet." 


He pivots dramatically, flicking his hair over his shoulder, 
before he heads down the corridor that the heroes had 
emerged from. Sky scrambles to follow, hissing as he puts 
too much pressure on his leg, and Time grabs his arm before 
he can stumble. 


"Do you need to wait this one out?" he asks, "Four can take 
you back -" 


"lam not sitting this out," the shortest hero huffs, folding his 
arms and scowling. 


“There's no need," Sky says quickly, "I'm alright. Come on, 
we need to get to Wars. He was...he was really bad," he 
admits, "He's going to need all of us to help him, and | can't 
leave him. Not now, not when he needs me - needs al// of 
us." 


Time nods, his brow furrowing in a strained expression, but 
he says nothing more as Sky limps on. Hyrule and Impa are 
ahead with Ghirahim, but not too far that the three can't 
follow. Every step makes Sky's leg hurt more, but he grits 
his teeth and walks on regardless. He's not soft, he still has 
the strength, still has the courage to press on and through 
this. 


For Warriors. | have to stay strong, for Warriors. 


He lets thoughts of the captain fill him and fuel him, even as 
his leg screams and his lungs burn. 


Suddenly the group stops, and Sky brings his focus back to 
his surroundings. Deep red, rich carpets lay in front of them, 
and torches flicker on the grey stone of the walls, the 
monotony broken by the occasional picture of Warriors. 


Sky shudders; Cia really does have an obsession with him. 


"The witch is down here, through the large doors on the 
left," Ghirahim whispers. 


Time draws his sword ready. "Thank you," he says to 
Ghirahim, before he steps forward. Four and Impa are quick 


to follow, but Hyrule hangs back, glancing at Sky. 
"Aren't you coming?" 
"No," Ghirahim answers for him. Sky frowns. 


"Yes, | am!" he corrects hotly, then turns to follow the 
others. A white-gloved hand clamps down on his shoulder, 
arresting his movements. 


"No," the demon lord repeats, "You have no weapons, 
Skychild, and don't think | haven't noticed how you can 
barely walk. We need to focus on our priorities now." 


"In case you forgot, Warriors is one of my priorities," Sky 
snaps, "And | need to see him." 


Ghirahim looks as if to protest, but a sudden, pained scream 
tears through the halls, and it is horrifyingly familiar. 


"Wars!" Sky yells, tearing away from Ghirahim and sprinting 
down the corridor with renewed strength. He skids to a halt 
before the open doorway, his eyes darting over the swirls of 
dark magic, searching quickly and desperately until he sets 
his gaze on his brother. 


The first thing he sees is the pure despair in Warriors' once- 
bright eyes. 


And the second thing he sees is the blood. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Thanks so much for reading! 


| hope to update sooner with the next chapter. It's 
almost done too, but the one after isn't, and I'm trying 
to figure out how to bring everything together in this 


story. But hopefully I'll find my motivation and ideas 
again soon, then it's back on the angst train XD 


| really appreciate your support with this fic, means so 
much that you're still reading this so thank you once 
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16. Wounds 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Apologies for the wait! | finally managed to get this 
chapter edited. And boy, is this a heavy one. 


Warnings are in the end notes (because spoilers) 
Enjoy, you angst gremlins >:D 
Warriors can't feel his body. 


No, that's a lie - he can feel the throbbing of broken bones, 
the sting of burns, the ache of the golden cuffs digging into 
his skin. Yes, he can fee/, but only the pa/n. He doesn't know 
what he's touching, he can't even feel his lungs expand or 
his heart beat. He knows that his organs are working - they 
must be, else he wouldn't be able to think - but he can't feel 
them. It's like he's disconnected, his spirit halfway out of his 
body, only able to experience the agonies that are inflicted 
upon him. 


And he cannot move at all. 


He's exposed and chained up on a wall, next to picture 
frames like he's some sort of living painting, a sculpture, a 
doll as she called him. If he concentrates, he can see - 
concentrates even harder, he can hear - but the senses are 
dulled, like he is trying to view the world from a glass bottle. 


He would rather be trapped in a bottle, than stuck like this. 


His body is no longer in his control, no longer his own - it is 
hers, she marked it, she used it, and he could do nothing to 
stop her. He was a fool, played right into her trap, didn't 


even think to check if she had his friends before he 
surrendered. So all of this - the touching, the mind-control, 
the humiliation, the beatings, the pain - it is all Ais fault. 


And he dragged Sky down with him as well. 


Warriors would weep if his body allowed him to, would cry 
out to any and every god or goddess if his lips could move, 
to plead and beg that they spare Sky from this fate. That 
they would not allow him to be broken down, enslaved, and 
reduced to nothing but a puppet with lungs. That they would 
bring him hope, and rescue, so he could return to the others 
- return to his home - and live the long, happy life that he 
deserves. 


The hope is gone for Warriors, now. With his body so utterly 
broken as it is, he knows he doesn't have long before his 
mind will follow, and all that will be left is a shattered mess 
for Cia to play with to her heart's content. 


Said sorceress paces around the room, her hungry eyes 
frequently looking up at him, with a possessive yet pleased 
smile on her face. She seems genuinely happy, for the first 
time since he's known her, and oh, how bitter that is. To 
know that his suffering and breaking, and his every feeble 
breath afterwards, is what brings joy to such a dark soul. 


She won't let him die, but she won't let him live, either. He is 
doomed to suffer this in-between state, and there's nothing 
he can do about it - 


Wait. 
Something's changed. 


Her smile has gone, her attention turned away from him. 
Sparks of her dark magic rise up and fly towards her, 


twirling in the air, and the cuffs around Warriors' wrists and 
ankles tighten in reaction to her power, adding to his pain. 
She's distracted by something, but then there is a bright 
flash, and Warriors blinks as rapidly as he can, trying to 
clear the dots from his vision. As he does so, he strains his 
ears, trying to get any sense of the situation that he can. 


",..perfect... join me... greatest... collection..." 
Not good enough! 


He still can't see either, and her words don't make sense. 
The dots dance over his eyes as he gives up on blinking, the 
small motion so tiring to his weak body, but eventually they 
do clear, enough to see again. 


Even with the slight blurriness in his vision, he can easily 
identify the causes of the change. 


Pink hair, blue hat. Brown hair, dark pelt. Golden hair, blue 
tunic, one shorter than the other. 


Legend... Twilight... Wind... Wild... 


He forces his eyes to focus even more, glancing at their 
wrists, necks, and ankles, for any signs of chains and 
Shackles, but there's nothing of the sort. All four have 
weapons out, adopting a battle-ready stance, and Warriors 
finally feels something flutter in his chest. 


They're okay... and they came here... for me? 


There's yelling and a bright flash and his eyes unfocus as 
smoke rises, some of it creeping into his lungs. His chest 
won't relax enough to allow for coughing, so he's left feeling 
dizzier than before. He lets his eyes close, just for the 
moment, to try and force himself to stay as conscious as he 


is able. The urge to let go and simply drift is stronger than 
ever, but the brief sight of his friends is enough to tether his 
spirit to his body. 


There's a sudden clanging like metal to his right, and he's 
also reminded of his wounds as his right arm is knocked. 
Agony shoots through the broken elbow, and his skin feels 
like it's burning again. He manages to open his eyes, but 
finds that the glare fades into relief when he's met with the 
sight of Twilight, using a clawshot to hold onto a metal decal 
above Warriors. 


"Sorry," he whispers, "I'll be as careful as | can, but we need 
to get you outta here quick. Can you move at all?" 


Warriors stares silently, unsure of how he's going to convey 
this. 


Twilight sighs. "I'll take that as a no, then." He reaches over 
and grasps the cuff around Warriors' wrist, and Warriors 
hisses as the metal heats up, searing his skin. 


"Dammit, stupid magic," Twilight grumbles. He wastes no 
time though, lengthening the chain of his clawshot and 
using it to lower himself down a little. Then he braces his 
feet against the wall, and draws his sword in his left hand, 
Swinging it down towards the cuff. Metal smacks into metal, 
the impact jarring Warriors' wounds, but the ranchhand 
repeats the process, twice, thrice, then with a echoing bang 
the metal cracks and splinters, letting Warriors' arm fall free. 
He has no control of the limb, and it flops, painfully knocking 
against his torso as gravity takes a hold. Warriors finds 
himself leaning forward a little, too, with a quarter of his 
restraints gone. He's too distracted by the pain to realise 
that Twilight has freed both his ankles in the same manner, 
and now he hangs solely by his left wrist, the rest of his 


body sagging. But he wonders, how will Twilight free him, 
without him falling to his death? Twilight needs a hand for 
his clawshot, and his sword, and to hold Warriors... 


This isn't going to work, he realises, his mind sinking again. 


The clawshot's chain clinks as Twilight pulls himself up, until 
he's eye level with Warriors. 


"| have a plan," he says, with a quiet confidence, "Trust me." 


He sheathes his sword for the moment, and reaches for the 
second clawshot hanging from his belt. A quick check to 
ensure it's secure, then he fires it, and the metal claw 
latches on to a grill in the ceiling. Twilight then recalls the 
first clawshot, and hangs for a moment, his belt tightening 
as it takes his whole weight. Warriors fears that the clawshot 
will slip and he will fall, but nothing happens, and they both 
relax a little. The remaining clawshot is also fired into the 
ceiling, but closer to the wall, and Twilight then fixes it to 
the flimsy belt of the thin trousers that Warriors is dressed 
in. It's secure, but not as much as Twilight's own setup, and 
as the sword swings to the final cuff, Warriors can't help but 
imagine the fabric tearing, and himself falling. 


Maybe it will be better, to fall and to die, than to carry on as 
a burden. 


After three strikes, the metal is bending and cracking but 
not yet broken. Twilight swings himself forward and shifts his 
sword to his right hand, then wraps his left arm around 
Warriors. He can feel the warm hand against his skin, strong 
and calloused, and he closes his eyes, mentally bracing 
himself. 


The final cuff shatters, and Warriors falls. 


Twilight's hold stops him from falling, but the fabric tears as 
quickly as he'd thought. The grill above them creaks, not 
meant to withstand the weight of two people, and Warriors 
wants to cry at the thought of dragging Twilight down with 
him. He doesn't care for his fate, he just wants them all to 
live - 


The grill snaps, and they're falling, falling, until there's a 
sudden jolt and the arm around him squeezes his cracked 
ribs, tearing all the air from his lungs. 


"I've got you, I've got you," Twilight is whispering, and 
Warriors dares to open his eyes. Part of the grill attached to 
the clawshot is smashed on the ground, but Twilight is 
holding them using the second clawshot, that still has thin 
fabric stuck around it. He lowers them to the ground at a 
quick yet careful pace, and Warriors collapses into an ugly 
pile of limbs, unable to control his body. 


"Well, well, well. Trying to run away with my pet, are you?" 


The wound on Warriors' abdomen burns, and strong hands 
pull him up into a sitting position, raising him up enough to 
see the sorceress before him. Cia's eyes are dark and 
dangerous, and he wants to flinch away from them, to yell 
for his friends to run because he cannot let them suffer at 
her hand. 


It seems he is too late, though; Legend's arm is bleeding, 
Wind has bruises on his cheek and forehead, and Wild has 
nasty cuts across his chest. They're all still standing, 
though, and move between Warriors and Cia, forming a 
small barrier with their swords and shields. 


"He's not yours," Legend growls, his hand tightening around 
his sword. 


"| beg to differ. Have you seen him?" Her smile is cruel, 
fingers sparking with dark magic as she gestures at 
Warriors' pathetic form, only held upright by Twilight. His 
chest is fully exposed, showing all the bruises from the 
torture, which should make him feel strong - that he 
resisted, that he didn't scream until the burning - but they 
only make him look weaker. 


And the carving on his skin - her name, claiming him forever 
- is bright red and raw, for all to see. 


Warriors can't move his arms to shield himself, can't turn his 
head away either, so he just closes his eyes, not wanting to 
see the expressions on the heroes' faces. 


"Stop it!" Wind exclaims, anger seeping into his voice, "He 
doesn't belong to anyone! Stop hurting him!" 


"Oh, | don't have any spells over him. He agreed to this, you 
see." 


At Cia's comment, Warriors' eyes open, to see Legend's 
confusion. 


"You lie," the veteran says firmly, brandishing his sword at 
her, "Warriors would never let himself be reduced to this. 
Not of his own free will." 


"Ah, but he did. You are the one who is disillusioned here. 
See these marks?" Cia gestures to his torso, "They are 
bruises from where he let himself be hit. He did not fight 
back. He gave himself up to me, didn't you, pet?" 


Twilight's hands tighten around Warriors, and he's convinced 
he hears a growl coming from the hero. 


"You've said enough, witch," he spits, "Legend, Wild, end 
this!" 


Wild summons a large sword, but Legend doesn't move, still 
staring at Warriors, at the brand on his abdomen. 


"Wait. Something's not right," he says. 


"Oh?" Cia cocks an eyebrow, her hand lazily resting on her 
hip, "And what would that be, O Hero of Dreams?" 


Legend's head snaps up, eyes blazing as he dares to meet 
Cia's gaze. 


"This isn't real." 


Warriors' mind freezes. What? Ice trickles under his skin, 
and his breath catches in his chest - the very rea/ breath, 
stolen from him by the madness of what has just been 
spoken. 


"Of course this is real!" Wind cries, "What are you-" 


"Something's not right," Legend repeats, interrupting, "I can 
sense it. |... | Know now, what dreams feel like." 


His eyes have grown distant, hazy, like a clouded sky. 
Warriors' breathing resumes, but it is faster, panicked, as 
those steel eyes settle on him. 


"The real Warriors wouldn't give up. And he could never look 
so sickly, so thin, so pale and weak. Not to mention, with 
injuries like those, no-one could stay conscious. The pain 
would be too strong." 


Warriors tries to open his mouth, tries to shake his head, 
tries to do something to tell Legend that this is real, he /s 


real, but this body is a prison that he cannot escape. 


"Legend, stop," Twilight says, low and warning, "We're 
wasting time, we have to get Warriors out of here-" 


"No!" Legend shrieks, "There /s no getting out of here, we're 
trapped, we have to... have to break the dream-" 


‘Not dream,' Wild signs, but his hands are trembling, and 
Legend doesn't seem to notice. His grip tightens around his 
sword, stormy gaze locked onto Warriors, who is pulled back 
closer to Twilight's chest. 


"Let him go," Legend hisses, "You're disillusioned, Twilight. 
Let him go. That's not Warriors." 


"No, you're disillusioned!" Wind cries, and runs forward, 
"Stop!" 


Legend swats the younger away with the flat of his sword, 
and Wind whimpers as he is thrown back and lands 
awkwardly. Wild is frozen, eyes darting between the fallen 
Wind and Legend advancing on his targets. 


"We have to break this illusion," Legend comments darkly, 
pulling his sword back. 


"NO!" Twilight cries, and shifts Warriors' dead weight to his 
right arm, reaching for a weapon with his left- 


But Legend thrusts the sword forwards, swift and sharp, met 
with no resistance as he plunges it deep into Warriors' 
chest. 


Behind him, Twilight hisses sharply, his grip loosening 
enough that Warriors sags forwards, able to gaze upon the 


sword impaling him, the hilt still gripped in Legend's hand. 
He feels numb, detached, as if this /s all a bad dream. 


Then the sword is torn from him, and the agony is far too 
strong to be fake. 


He screams, as the metal is sheathed and blood pours from 
the hole it left behind. He screams, as the storm in Legend's 
eyes turns to horror and a dark despair overcomes the 
madness. He screams, as the arms around him go slack and 
he tumbles to the ground. 


He raises his head somehow, enough to see two figures 
standing in the doorway, silhouettes of frozen horror. 


The taller raises an ocarina to his lips, and everything 
tunnels into black. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Warnings: blood, fatal injury of major character >:) 


| don't know whether to cackle like a villain or cry... 
honestly why do | hurt Wars so much ahaha ;-; 


| can't promise when the next chapter will be, | have a 
few things planned for this but it's just taking a while to 
write and come together nicely. | appreciate so much 
your patience and all your support! <3 
Thank you so much for reading this fic! 


17. Failures 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Sorry for leaving you on that cliffhanger for over a 
month! Here is the next chapter, which was a challenge 
to write yet enjoyable all the same! 


Warning for blood - as Sky says at the beginning of this 
chapter, there is a lot of it, and it's not where it should 
be. 


Enjoy, fellow angst gremlins :) 
There is so much blood. 


Blood on Legend's hands, splatters on his tunic a deeper 
red. 


Blood all over Warriors' chest, and far too much of it on the 
floor beneath him. 


Blood across Twilight's torso, oozing through his fingers as 
he presses them against a wound. 


Sky is frozen, struggling to make sense of the situation. 
From their positions, it looks like Twilight was holding 
Warriors - and Legend put his sword not only through 
Warriors, but into Twilight as well. 


And that just doesn't make sense. 


Sky is snapped out of his motionless state as Warriors 
convulses, the soldier's skin white as a sheet, except where 
it is stained with bruises and blood. Rushing forwards, Sky 
falls to his knees beside his brother, hands trembling as 


they reach for his broken body, not knowing what to do, 
what can he do - 


Hyrule is nearby, but his attention is focused on Twilight, 
who is sitting upright, but equally pale. The ranchhand's 
eyes are drawn tight with pain, beginning to haze over as 
his blood drains through his fingers. 


Warriors' eyes are already glassy. 


"Stay with me," Sky urges, grabbing hold of Warriors' 
Shaking hands, prising them away from the wound. Blood 
gushes forth from the hole - and it /s a hole, the sword went 
straight through him - and Sky hurriedly puts pressure back 
on the wound. 


"We need he/p!" he screams, looking around for anything to 
use aS a bandage, anything to help piece his brother back 
together... 


"It's too late," Ghirahim says, uncharacteristically gentle. 


Sky shakes his head, tears blurring his vision. "No. No, 
Wars... hold on, please..." 


Ghirahim peels Sky's bloodstained hands away, and guides 
his fingers to rest on the stillness of Warriors’ wrist. 


"He's gone." 


"No," Sky says again, even though there's no pulse and no 
light in his eyes and blood, so much blood, it's everywhere 
but the place it should be. There's a sudden noise all at 
once, screams and crying and yells of blame, but it all blurs 
into a buzzing in Sky's ears, save the voice of one. 


"Not like this." 


Sky raises his head enough to see Time standing aside, his 
fingers white around a blue ocarina. 


"Not like this," he repeats, and raises the instrument to his 
lips. 


Music plays, a haunting tune, and Sky feels the sudden urge 
to move. He scrambles up and away from Warriors, and 
sprints over to Time, grabbing the man's arm just as the 
song reaches a crescendo. 


The world stutters and freezes, then everything moves in 
reverse. 


Sky feels himself running away from Time, kneeling beside 
Warriors as the blood crawls back into his body - standing 
and running back to the doorway, seeing the bloody blade 
go into Warriors, then come out spotlessly clean - stumbling 
backwards through hallways as a distorted scream echoes - 
the odd sensation of falling, but he is moving up, not down - 


He gasps as the world resettles, finding himself beside Time, 
the older's hand grabbing hold of his arm. His head is 
spinning, but there is no blood; not on his hands, not 
anywhere. 


"You okay?" Time asks, and Sky suddenly realises that they 
went back. Back in time, back before... 


"Warriors," he breathes. 


Time nods. "I Know you don't need to wait this out. Let's go," 
he says, and breaks into a run. Sky follows, figuring out that 
they're back to when he stumbled and almost fell, after 
reuniting with the small group. They sprint past Hyrule and 
the sheikah woman, running into the main room just in time 


to see Legend advancing on Warriors and Twilight, both who 
are very much alive. 


But not for much longer, Sky realises. 
"Legend, stop!" he yells. 


"No! | have to do this!" the veteran shouts, and stabs his 
sword forward. 


Time barrels into him, Knocking his aim off, but the sword 
still leaves an ugly gash across Warriors' chest. Sky runs 
forward, ignoring the pain in his leg, and helps Time in 
disarming Legend. 


"You will pay for that!" Cia shrieks, and a bolt of dark magic 
shoots from her fingertips to strike Legend's chest. The hero 
screams as he's thrown back, and seizes when he hits the 
ground, his eyes rolling back as a dark stain blossoms from 
where he was hit. 


"Legend!" Hyrule cries, running over to his friend. Sparks of 
dark magic leap from Legend's chest to spike Hyrule's hand, 
and he recoils with a pained yelp. A spasm wracks Legend's 
body, shaking him violently until he falls limp just as 
suddenly, his skin an ugly grey tint. 


Sky's heart is breaking all over again, and he feels the 
cracks growing painfully as he turns to see Warriors 
collapsed in Wild's arms, the gash lesser than his previous 
wound, but he's still bleeding out. 


This is worse - how could it be worse, yet it is, and we can't 
lose both of them - 


Sky looks up to meet Time's gaze, a mirror of his own. 


"We need to go further back," he says, grabbing hold of 
Time's arm. 


The man simply nods, and plays the song again, but it only 
takes them as far as the moment of Sky stumbling. They 
run, and try to stop Legend, stop Cia, but they fail, so Time 
plays the song. 


Again. 
And again. 
And again. 


If Warriors is hurt at all, then Cia kills Legend. If they try to 
take out Cia first, Warriors dies. Talking to Legend does 
nothing to help, and even ends with him getting so angry he 
kills both Warriors and Twilight in one violent blow, before 
dying at the hands of Wild himself. 


And Time and Sky step away as they bleed, one holding on 
as the other plays the song, reversing the actions but never 
the memories. 


"This isn't working," Sky cries, as they stare at the 
devastation of yet another failure. This time, Sky had 
managed to convince Legend that Cia was the source of the 
illusion, not Warriors, and so the veteran had buried his 
sword in her chest. The cry of relief died in Sky's throat as 
he turned to see that Warriors had fallen again, this time 
with a slit throat. 


The dagger was in the soldier's hand, and Sky doesn't want 
to even think about what that means- 


"This isn't working," he says again, mental and physical 
exhaustion weighing him down. 


"We have to try again," Time mutters, his eye fixed on 
Warriors' body. 


"Try what?" 


Sky jumps as Ghirahim suddenly appears between them, an 
odd curiosity in the demon lord's dark eyes. 


Sky is too tired to lie, so he quickly tells the truth, bracing 
himself for the mocking comments. But to his surprise, 
Ghirahim nods, a solemn understanding written on his face. 


"So everytime you try, at least one person dies?" 


"Yes," Sky clarifies, "No matter what we do, usually Legend 
or Warriors end up dead, or both... or more." 


"You're not going back far enough then," Ghirahim says 
pointedly. 


"We can't," Time hisses, "You think | haven't tried? We can 
only go back as far as when | grabbed Sky after he 
stumbled." 


“That's not far at all - wait. Have you had no other physical 
contact with each other?" asks Ghirahim. 


"Not since before all this." 


"And | can't go back further than three days - or I'd rewind 
this whole damned thing," Time adds, glaring. 


"| have an idea. But you'll need more time - and the help of 
one very special yours truly - so answer me this, Hero. Can 
you send the two of us back?" Ghirahim gestures to himself 
and Sky, and the younger hero bristles. 


"We are not going back just so you can get out-" 


“That's not what | am proposing, Skychild. Be quiet and let 
the adults talk - we are drawing too much attention." 


Sky bristles, but Time raises his hand in a calming gesture. 
"| could, yes," he says to Ghirahim, "How far?" 
“This morning." 


"Wait," Sky interrupts, "Wouldn't that leave you here, Time? 
Won't it create another split?" 


"I'm not going to stay here to find out. I'll send you back, 
and then I'll go myself, back to before we reunited. | know 
where to go now, so I'll take my team straight there. But | 
might not be quick enough still, so your plan had better 
work. This may be our last chance." 


"It'll work," Ghirahim says confidently. 


Sky is less certain, but before anything more can be said, 
that eerie song plays. He blinks, and suddenly he's lying 
down with a warmth beside him and cold around his wrists. 


"Ugh," he groans, forcing himself up, "Where are we?" 


"More like, when are we," Ghirahim remarks, "And to answer 
that, we're back to the moment when you tried to cuddle 
me." 


"| was sleepy then! I'm not now!" Sky huffs, "So get me out 
of these cuffs and explain the plan!" 


Ghirahim rolls his eyes but the chains disappear, as they 
had before. Another flick of his wrist, and Sky's leg sets; one 
disadvantage of travelling back is that his injuries aren't as 
healed, but Sky doesn't care. 


He just needs to save everyone, this time. It doesn't matter 
the cost to himself. 


Ghirahim wastes no time in leaving the cell and marching 
down the corridor, and Sky follows quickly, focusing on his 
companion and not the illusions that he can't seem to get 
away from. 


"You will retrieve the swords, and then we will save your 
friends," Ghirahim outlines abruptly, "That is the plan, so do 
as | say, and nobody should die. Apart from the witch, of 
course." 


“The swords first? But that's a waste of time!" Sky protests, 
"| can get there quicker now! If | try and find the swords, I'll 
be even later!" 


"You're wasting time now by arguing with me," Ghirahim 
retorts, "Besides, your friend sent himself back as well. He'll 
slow events down, but your method of ta/king just didn't 
work. So now, we are following my plan, and that requires 
you to shut up and run faster." 


The demon lord picks up the pace, and Sky scrambles to 
follow, ignore the pain in his leg and the ache in his lungs as 
he runs. Ghirahim seems to know exactly where he's going, 
running with confident strides, and soon Sky is too out-of- 
breath to attempt further conversation. 


"Faster, Skychild!" Ghirahim snaps. 


Sky stumbles as he does the opposite, doubling over as he 
wheezes and tries to catch his breath. 


"Give me... a minute..." he huffs. 


Ghirahim rolls his eyes, but stops and waits until Sky's 
breathing has evened out. Then they're off running again, 
through corridors that are increasingly darker, the musty 
scent in the air telling Sky these are not often-used 
passages. 


When he has to pause again, Ghirahim does not even 
attempt to hide his irritation. 


"Honestly, Skychild," he seethes, "How were you even able 
to keep up with me back then? And now you're even worse!" 


"It was... a struggle," Sky pants. 


"It was stupidity," Ghirahim retorts, "Now furry up. It's just 
through here." 


Sky struggles forward again, but after a couple of steps he 
quickens his pace, Knowing now where to go. 


She is calling for him. 


He can fee/ her, in a way that he can barely describe - it's 
not just a pull in his chest and a light chime in his ears, 
more like a string is connecting them, yet the tension 
increases the closer he gets. 


Sky can also feel the darker presence beside her, one that 
he knows must be Ghirahim's blade form. The two repel 
each other, blue against red, light against darkness, but the 
contrast is somehow calming and beautiful in its own way. 


It is most beautiful when Sky forces open the door of the 
dusty store-cupboard, and sets his gaze on both magnificent 
swords. Instinct has him reaching for Fi with his right hand, 
but he pauses, and grasps the hilt of the other instead. 
Ghirahim's sword is larger, more suited for both hands, but 


there is no way that Sky is leaving Fi out of the upcoming 
battle. Still, even lifting Ghirahim's sword strains his arm, 
and he wonders how he'll properly wield it in a fight. 


"Careful, Skychild," Ghirahim says, from where he's leaning 
in the doorway. 


"lam," Sky responds, awkwardly taking the sword through 
his basic stances. Ghirahim tuts and steps forward, easily 
Snatching his sword from Sky's grasp. 


"You've got it all wrong, Skychild. But luckily for you, | am 
very skilled, and | can make this easier." 


He runs a pale hand up the sharp edge of the blade, and the 
sword shrinks a little, until it is the same length as the 
Master Sword. It is broader, but when Ghirahim passes the 
hilt back to Sky, he finds it fits better in his hand, a much 
lighter weight. 


"| didn't realise you could do that," Sky says, "Thank you." 


Ghirahim flicks his hair as he turns away dramatically. "Well 
of course | could, silly. You should know by now of my many 
talents. Now, we'd better hurry if you want to save your 
friend this time. | trust you know the way?" 


Sky frowns, "You're leaving?" 


"No, you fool! Someone has to make sure that you win the 
fight ahead, so of course, | am going to stay in my sword for 
the duration. Is that clear enough for you?" 


"Yes, of course," Sky answers quickly. 


Ghirahim rolls his eyes, then disappears in a shower of 
diamonds. The sword flashes, then dims, though the red 


gem on its hilt pulses like a heartbeat. 
“No more wasting time," Sky mutters, "Let's end this." 


He shifts the weight of the new sword, then turns and 
grasps his own by the familiar hilt. 


And his hand burns. 

Notes for the Chapter: 
Sky and Ghirahim bonding that | never intended but has 
happened anyway? yep. | really enjoy writing that duo's 


dynamic and | hope you like it too! 


Next update should be sooner - at least, not another 
month, | hope! I'm back to working on this fic now 
ahead of others :) 


Thank you so much for reading!! 


18. Swords 
Notes for the Chapter: 
| did promise a quicker update - and here it is! 
Lots of action this chapter. Enjoy! :D 
"Ahh! Fi, what-!" 


A curse almost slips from Sky's mouth as the Master Sword 
falls, leaving an ugly raw burn on his left palm. There is a 
flash of diamonds, and Ghirahim materialises, his arms 
folded and an exasperated expression on his face. 


"What is it now, Skychild?" 


"She burned me," Sky whispers, staring at the sword- his 
sword, the one that he went through trial after trial to forge 
and craft into the master of all weapons- 


"She burned me," he says again, disbelieving. 
“Leave her then," Ghirahim huffs, "You are wasting time-" 


"I'm not leaving her," Sky interrupts firmly. He gently sets 
down Ghirahim's sword, then tears a strip of fabric off his 
Shirt, and wraps it around his injured handing, hissing as the 
material rubs against the burn. 


"She might be rejecting me-" why Is she doing this, why- "- 
but I'll never leave her." 


He seizes the hilt again, ignoring the sting of the wound and 
the heat he can feel even through the fabric, then takes 
hold of Ghirahim's sword. 


"I'm ready," he says. 


"Finally," the demon lord sighs, dispersing into diamonds 
again. 


Sky sets out at a fast jog, a speed that he can maintain with 
his lesser stamina. The swords are heavy in his hands, one 
unfamiliar and cold, the other familiar and burning, but his 
grip on them both is secure. The corridors all look the same, 
but he knows exactly where to go; he feels a pull, and turns 
instinctively, though he does not know if it is one of the 
sword spirits guiding him, or something - someone - greater. 
He picks up speed on the red-carpeted corridors, past the 
many portraits of his dear friend, and doesn't hesitate at 
those double doors, blasted off their hinges, an open 
invitation to battle. 


Sky slows for a moment, to quickly take stock of the 
situation. Time has his arms wrapped around a screaming 
Legend, the veteran's eyes wide and unseeing as he 
struggles fervently against the old man's grip. Against the 
back wall, Twilight holds Warriors as Hyrule stands with 
them, eyes closed and hands glowing against the soldier's 
bruised skin. Wild, Wind, and Impa are fighting against Cia, 
though all of them are sporting injuries, showing signs of 
weakness and tiring already. Four, strangely, is nowhere to 
be seen, though Sky doesn't dwell on it. 


His left hand burns even more, and the questions beat in his 
mind, but he will not falter. He cannot falter, cannot waste 
any time trying to figure out why she is hurting him so 
much. 


Sky tightens his grip around the Master Sword and steps 
over the threshold. 


Time's eye meets his with an expression of relief, and Sky 
nods firmly. Go. I've got this. 


"Cia!" he yells, just as the sorceress' magic knocks Wind to 
the floor. She spins, her pupils constricted and crazed, 
expression tightening as she sees the swords in Sky's grip. 


"Little knight," she spits, "How are you here?" 


"Demise couldn't take me down," Sky retorts, "Did you really 
think that you stood a chance?" 


He advances steadily, catching in his periphery how Time 
gestures to the others to back away. Wind concedes, but 
Impa and Wild are reluctant, keeping their weapons raised 
and ready even though they move back a little. 


Cia steps to the side, and Sky mirrors her, until they are 
circling, locked in the dance before a battle. 


"You're making a mistake!" Legend screams from across the 
room, struggling furiously against Time's hold, "To break the 
illusion, we have to destroy the imposter! We have to 
destroy him!" 


Sky doesn't remove his gaze from Cia, though he knows who 
the veteran is referring to. 


"No, we don't," he says calmly, as they continue to circle, 
"I've seen illusions here too, Legend. And | promise you that 
he's not the source." 


The dance pauses, feet shifting into a firmer stance, swords 
raised in preparation. 


" She is." 


With a cry of rage, Cia attacks, shooting out daggers of 
darkness from her sceptre. Sky swiftly brings up both blades 
to deflect them, noting briefly how Ghirahim absorbs the 
darkness, whereas Fi breaks the dark magic upon impact. 
The pain is less, now; that, or the nerves in his left hand 
have been burnt so severely that he is numb to it. But Fi 
only serves to help him in this fight, both swords acting as 
extensions of his arms, dancing through the knives of Cia's 
magic that strike to maim him. Sky is used to fighting blade 
with one sword, not magic with two, but the spirits of the 
swords are guiding him, working in harmony to defend and 
retaliate with fast strikes of their own. 


His surroundings are a blur, the only focus of his vision the 
sorceress before him, as they continue their deadly dance. 
She is quicker and lighter than him, always circling around 
to keep distance between them, but he has swiftly learnt 
how to deflect the attacks and send the darkness shooting 
back at her. The few that hit do stun her momentarily, but it 
is not long enough for Sky to move forward and deliver a 
fatal blow. 


He's not a ranged fighter, but he is also not alone in this. 


"Wild!" he yells, jumping away from another blast of magic, 
"Arrows!" 


He can't look to see the hero's signed response, if there is 
any, unable to remove his gaze from Cia. But soon there is 
the familiar crackle of a shock arrow, whizzing through the 
air and catching the edge of her cloak. Cia shrieks and 
severs the material with a twitch of her hand, the darkness 
swirling thicker and faster around her. She releases another 
attack that Sky is too slow to dodge completely, and the 
force of it throws him back, colliding with both Time and 


Legend. The older immediately grabs for the veteran, but 
the madness in Legend's eyes has dimmed. 


"Is she definitely the source?" Legend asks quietly. 


Sky nods as he struggles back up to his feet, wincing as his 
injured leg is aggravated. 


"She is. All the dark magic, all the illusions - it's all her." 


"Then I'll help you fight," the veteran declares, "Give me my 
sword back, old man." 


“Thank you," Sky says, and Time doesn't hesitate to pass 
the sword, trusting Sky's judgement. 


Neither of them want to think about the sight of that blade 
in another time, drenched in crimson. 


Sky turns back to the fight, where Impa has joined in with 
Wild's attacks, her speed enabling her to get closer to Cia 
than Sky could. Legend lets out a feral cry and launches his 
own attacks, and though he is also quicker than Sky, he's 
still not fast enough to deal any real damage to the 
sorceress. 


But she is distracted by the other attacks, and Sky can use 
that to his advantage. 


First though, he spares a glance over at his brother, to 
check he is still alive and protected. Mercifully, he is 
Slumped against Twilight and there is no trace of blood on 
either on them. Hyrule's hands are still glowing, and Wind 
has adopted a protective stance, placing himself between 
the trio and the battle. 


They're all okay, for now, but it's not enough for them to 
cling to survival. 


They all need to get out of here, and for that to become a 
reality, Sky needs to end this. 


"Get ready," he whispers, shifting his grip on the swords, 
hoping their spirits will hear. There is an answering chime 
like diamonds, and the dark blade in his right hand feels 
lighter yet sturdier. He waits a moment more, but there is 
only silence from his true sword. 


He knows, still, that she is ready, because she always is. 


"Hylia, be with me," he prays under his breath, then he 
widens his stance and raises both swords skyward. 


His arms begin to ache from the weight of them 
immediately, especially the weaker left, a slight tremor 
beginning in his wrist. He's imbalanced and completely open 
to attacks, but there is only one enemy, and she is 
occupied. 


He straightens the swords and tightens his grip as he feels 
the light blazing down into them, the familiar rush of 
another's power channeled through him and his weapons. 
With a cry, he slashes the blades down, and the energy 
Shoots forth, blazing and crackling. Sky watches the 
trajectory with bated breath, barely noticing how the blade 
in his left hand is warm and singing, no longer burning. 


The lightning strikes, and Cia falls. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


I've had this scene with Sky dual-wielding Fi & Ghira in 
mind for... | don't Know how long XD but I'm happy to 


finally write and share it! 


A little update on this fic overall - we're nearing the end, 
but there will definitely be a sequel! 


Thank you so much for reading! :D 


19. Sparks 
Notes for the Chapter: 


The latest LU update has me even more worried for our 
precious ranchhand. So, time to focus on hurting some 
other boys, right? 


..Well actually, there's not a load of angst in this one. 
Time for a little switch away from all the boys, to an 
Artemis POV chapter! 


Artemis paces back and forth, a sigh of frustration escaping 
her lips. She is a warrior in her own right - she didn't just 
inherit her throne, she fought hard and strong to keep it - 
yet Impa will not let her march into danger to save her 
closest friend. It is ridiculous, and if Lana hadn't been told to 
wait too, then she would've disobeyed immediately. Lana's 
presence could endanger the others, alert Cia that she is 
coming, but there is no real reason for Artemis to be held 
back too. 


The sorceress is a little frustrated as well, but also 
concerned, likely due to Cia's involvement. Artemis 
struggles to sympathise with that; she has no siblings of her 
own, and to her, Cia is simply a crazed menace, horrifyingly 
obsessed with Link, who needs to be destroyed for good this 
time. 


The heroes from across the ages seem, overall, reliable and 
strong, though there are some that Artemis questions. She 
wants to trust in them, wants to believe that they can save 
Link and defeat Cia, but she can't shake the growing shadow 
in her mind, the whispers that this is only the beginning. 
Something else iS coming, something darker, and she 


doesn't think anyone is prepared. She certainly isn't; her 
kingdom is trying to piece itself back together after the last 
war, no-one wants to consider that another may be on the 
horizon. 


Something has brought the heroes together, and she does 
not believe that it had good intentions. Without any proof, 
though, she can do nothing except caution them, and even 
then, not all will listen. A couple of the heroes could not be 
more glad to leave her behind, which only makes her more 
frustrated. She is not a mere princess, a damsel in distress 
always awaiting rescue. She is a queen - a warrior queen - 
and she will not sit idle. 


Artemis draws her sword, the slender rapier bright and 
shining despite the lack of sunlight, and takes herself 
through the basic stances. Her movements are fluid, the 
various forms a second language that she is fluent in, but it 
does not distract her enough. She is patient, but not when 
She is pushed aside in favour of others and made to wait 
when her friends are in danger. 


"How long has it been?" she asks Lana. The other woman 
shrugs. 


"| don't know, I'm not keeping track." 


Aren't you a guardian of time? Artemis bites back the retort, 
and turns her focus to surveying their surroundings. Not 
much has changed here since the war; if anything, it has 
grown more desolate. The sky is a tapestry of purples and 
reds, casting everything in unsettling shades, and there are 
Shadows both natural and not. Her hand tightens around the 
hilt of her rapier, body shifting into a battle-ready stance as 
the oppressive feeling of approaching darkness. only 
increases. 


"No-one's here," Lana says, standing up and brushing the 
dirt off her skirt. 


"No, there's definitely another presence around. It's lurking 
in the shadows, watching. | can sense it," Artemis responds 
at a whisper. 


"| can't sense anything apart from her," the sorceress sighs. 


Artemis turns to face her. "Don't you want to go after 
them?" 


"We're backup, and she'll sense me-" 


"They've probably encountered her already," Artemis 
interrupts, "Or at least, | hope so." 


"You hope so?" Lana echoes, "I don't! | don't want her to be 
the one responsible again, and | don't want them hurting 
her!" 


"But she /s responsible, you said it yourself. And she never 
has good intentions when Link is involved, you know that 
well." 


Lana opens her mouth to try and argue, but a sudden 
rustling arrests both women's attention. Artemis readies her 
rapier, and Lana's fingers spark with the beginning of a 
protective spell. 


"Who's there? Show yourself!" the queen demands. 


A small figure stumbles out of the shadows; one of the 
heroes, the short one in a multicoloured tunic. Artemis 
relaxes her stance slightly but does not sheath her blade. 


"Sorry, we didn't mean to startle you," the hero says. 


Artemis looks into the shadows behind him. "We? Are the 
others with you?" 


"What? Oh, no, sorry - it's just me. | didn't mean to startle 
you, but we - the others, | mean - they need your help." 


"What happened?" Lana asks anxiously. 


"I'm not sure. Time just told me to find you both quickly, but 
he definitely Knows more, so | Suggest we hurry back," the 
hero replies grimly, his eyes a grey-violet. 


"Of course, lead the way," Artemis says. She has a feeling 
that Time - once Mask, once the strange child they fought 
beside in the war - has seen other outcomes, perhaps even 
lived through them, and the short hero likely suspects this 
too. If something happened that was bad enough for him to 
use his ocarina - play the song he swore he'd never use 
again - well, Artemis needs no encouragement to hurry. 


Their guide is swift, weaving his way through the thorns and 
ruins, breaking into a run as soon as the path is clear 
enough. Lana hurries to keep pace with him, and Artemis 
follows after, guarding the rear. 


The walls around remind her of the war, particularly of when 
She first truly feared for Link's life; surrounded by redeads, 
She was unable to break through and reach the centre 
where Link was trapped, facing both Cia and multiple dark 
copies of himself. He nearly died, that day. He came close to 
death before, but always managed to escape it at the last 
second. But there was no escape for him then, and if it 
wasn't for Lana and their other allies, he would've perished, 
destroyed by his own darkness. 


Artemis can only pray that Cia hasn't pulled the same tricks 
again - or worse. 


The percussion of battle reaches their ears before any 
sights, drums of swords and cymbals of cries spurring the 
trio into a faster run. As they draw closer, the air thickens 
with a cloying darkness that forces them to slow, lungs 
aching as breathing becomes a struggle. 


"We have to - keep going -" the hero gasps out, his eyes 
tinted red in the low light. 


Lana's hands glow and a blue shield bursts forth, growing 
and wrapping in a bubble around the trio. Instantly the 
pressure is lifted off their lungs, but none pause to catch 
their breath, quickening the pace again now that the air is 
less choking. Artemis can still sense the darkness curling 
around Lana's shield, thickening as the source nears. But 
there is something else in the atmosphere - something 
warm, a presence that should offer comfort, yet it is 
brimming with a sense of danger. 


As they round the corner and observe the chaos before 
them, both her rapier and the short hero's sword spit 
Sparks. There is a tension in the air and an increasing heat, 
and combined with the sparks, Artemis feels like she is 
awaiting a thunderstorm. 


A hero raises two blades skyward, and the earth trembles 
beneath them as holy lightning strikes. 


It blazes down, breaking through the roof, and channels 
through the mighty swords. The hero's body is lit up, his hair 
and clothes stiff and sparking from the shocks, but he does 
not falter. With a mighty yell, he slashes down and releases 
the lightning, redirecting it into the very heart of the 
darkness. 


The shield falls, as does its caster, but the darkness does 
not choke them, its power diminished in the presence of so 


many heroes. Black clouds gather around Cia's collapsed 
form, and though Artemis wants to rush forward - to check 
She is dead, and if not, deal the final blow herself - she has a 
more important matter to deal with. 


Where is he? 


The hero with the dual swords crumples to his knees, 
though he does not relinquish his hold on his still-sparking 
weapons. Time helps Legend up to his feet, who in turn 
helps Impa, the three of them looking more tired than 
injured. Across the room, Wild lowers his bow, but his eyes 
are still fixed on Cia, his body tense and ready to attack 
again if needed. Wind is talking with Hyrule, both wearing 
expressions of mixed concern and hope. Looking past them 
all, Artemis finally sees him. 


"Link," she breathes. 


He's pale and bruised, haphazard bandages around his arm 
and torso, leaning heavily against Twilight and avoiding 
putting weight on his right leg; in fact, he barely seems able 
to stand at all, the other hero's arms secure around him, 
holding him upright. Yet despite his weakness and obvious 
pain, he is still alive, still breathing, and Artemis does not 
bother to conceal her relief. 


Her smile fades as she realises someone else is still 
breathing, too. 


Cia struggles to sit up, her hair and clothing charred, skin 
red and blistering from the heat of the strike. She is a 
picture of weakness as well, but it is deserved. She put Link 
through hell; she won't survive much longer, Artemis will 
make sure of it. 


"Ha... your magic cannot kill me... little knight," Cia spits, 
glaring up at the hero who'd struck her. 


"That power was not mine," he responds, his voice a little 
raspy, "| am only Her vessel." 


"She uses you." 


"No, she does not! If anyone is using people - it is you. You 
tried to turn my brother into your slave." His voice rises in 
volume and he staggers to his feet, swords glinting as he 
stares down at the ruined sorceress. 


"You will never hurt him again," the hero vows. 


"No," Lana gasps, as the hero adjusts his grip on the darker 
sword, but Artemis quickly seizes Lana's arm before she can 
act. 


"We have to end this." 


"Not like this! Let me go!" Lana hisses, tears gathering in 
her eyes. 


"You can't stop this," Artemis states, and in the centre of the 
room, Cia's eyes widen slightly, showing the smallest echo 
of fear. 


But there is no fear in the hero's blue eyes, nothing except a 
cold, holy fire, as he sheaths his blade in Cia's chest. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Thank you so much for reading - | hope you enjoyed this 
chapter, & seeing it from an outside perspective! 


Cia may have (barely) survived the lightning last 
chapter, but a sword to the chest? That's pretty fatal. 
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